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Yet none Sir Fopling Him, or Him can call : 
He's Knight © th Shire, and repreſents you all, 
Prol. to Sir Fop, 


Qui capit, ille facit. 
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To the Moſt Illuſtrious 
120 WM 
DUKE N ARG v k. 


HIS Play, at laſt, through many Aifh- 

culties, has made way to throw itſelf at 
Your Grace's feet: and conſidering what well- 
meant attempts were made to intercept it in 
its courſe to ſo great an honour, I have had 
reaſon not to think it intirely ſucceſsful, till 
(where my ambition always delign'dit) I found 
it ſafe in your protection: which, when ſeve- 
ral means had faild of making it leſs worthy: 
of, the ſpleen ended with the old good-nature 
that was offer'd to my firſt Play, viz. That 
it was none of my own: but that's a praiſe f 
have indeed ſome reaſon to be proud of, fince 
Your Grace, from evincing circumſtances, is. 
able to divide the malice from the compli. 
menr. 

The beſt Critieks have long and juſtly com- 
plain'd, that the coarſeneſs of moſt characters 
in our late Comedies, have been unfit- enter- 
tainments for People of Quality, eſpecially the 
Ladies: and therefore I was long in hopes that 
ſome able pen (whoſe expectations did not 
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rere x. 


OHA upon the profits of ſucceſs) wou'd ge- 
neroully attempt to reform the Town into a 
better taſte than the World generally allows 
'em: but nothing of that kind having lately 
zppear'd, that would give me an opportunity 
ot being wile at another's experce, I found it 
impoſſible any longer to reſiſt the ſccret temp- 
tation of my vanity, and ſo even ſtruck the 
firſt blow myſelf; and the event has now con- 
vinc'd me, that whoever-ſticks Cloſely to Na- 
ture, can't ealily write above the underſtand- 
ing of the Galleries, tho? at the ſame time he 
may poſſibly deſerve applauſe of the Boxes. 
This Play before its trial on the Stage was 
examined by ſeveral People of Quality, that 
came into Your Grace's opinion of its being a 
| juſt, a proper, and diverting attempt in Co- 
medy; but few of 'em carried the compli- 
ment beyond their private approbation : for 
when I. was wiſhing for a little farther hope, 
| they opt ſhort of Your Grace's penetration, 
| and only kindly wiſhed me what they ſcem'd to 
| fear, and you aſſur'd me of, a general ſucceſs. 
But Your Grace has been pleas? d, not only to 
encourage me with your judgment; but have 
1 likewiſe, by your favourable influence in the 
bounties that were rais'd for me the third and 
fixth day, defended. me againſt any hazards of 
an entire diſappointment from ſo bold an un- 
.dertaking : and therefore, whatever the world 
may think of me, as one they call a Poet, yet 
J am confident, as Your Grace underſtands 
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DEDICATION. 


me, I ſhall not want your belief, when I aſ- 
ſure you that this Dedication is the reſult of a 
profound acknowledgment, an artleſs inclina- 
tion, proudly glad and grateful. 

And if the Dialogue of the following Scenes 
flows with more eaſy turn of thought and 
ſpirit, than what I have uſually produced.; 1 
ſhall not yet blame ſome people for ſaying 
'tis not my own, unleſs they knew, at the ſame 
time, I owe moſt of it to the many ſtolen ob- 
ſervations I have made from Your Grace's 
manner of converſing. 

And if ever the influence of Your Grace's 
more ſhining qualities ſhould perſuade me to 
attempt a Tragedy, I ſhall then, with the ſame 
freedom, borrow all the ornamental virtues 
of my Hero, where now I only am indebted 
for part of the Fine Gentleman. Greatneſs of 
birth and mind, ſweetneſs of temper, flowin 
from the fixt and native principles of ccurage 
and of honour, are beauties that I reſerve for 


a farther opportunity of expreſſing the zeal 
and ALES of, 


My Lord, | 

Dec. 15, Your Grace's moſt Obediert, 
F794» | Moſt Obiig'd and Humble Servant, 
| COLLEY CIBBER. 
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Of all the various Vices of the Age, 


And ſhoals of fools expos' d upon the Stage, 
How few are laſbt that call for Satire's rage 
What can you think to ſee our Plays ſo full 
Of Madmen, Coxcombs, and the driveling Fool ? 
Of Cits, of Sharpers, Rakes, and roaring Bullies, 
Of Cheats, of Cuckolds, Aldermen and Cullies ? 
Iou'd not one ſwear, *twere taken for a rule, 
That Satire rod in the Dramatick School, 

Was only meant for the incorrigible Fool ? 

As if too Vice and Folly avere confin'd 

To the wile ſcum alone of human kind, 

Creatures a Muſe fhou'd ſcorn; ſuch abje traſh 
Deſerwes not Satire's but the Hangman's laſh. 


Wretches ſo far ſput out from ſenſe of ſhame, 


Newgate or Bedlam only ſhou'd reclaim ; 


For Satire ne er was meant to make wild monſlers tame. 


No, Sirs 


We rather think the perſons fit for Plays, 

Are they whoſe birth and education ſays 
Dey ve every help that ſhou'd improve mant ind, 
Yet ftill live flaves to a wile tainted mind; 
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Such as in wit are often ſeen t' abound, | 
And yet have ſome weak part, where Folly's found: c 
For follies ſprout like weeds, higheſt in fruitful ground. 
And tis obſerv'd, the garden of the mind 

To no infeftive aueed's ſo much inclin d, 

As the rank pride that ſome from affetation find. C 
A folly too well known to make its court 
With moſt ſucceſs among the better fort. 
Such are the perſons we to-day provide, 
And Nature fools for once are laid afide. | 
This is the ground on which our Play we Bui. 
But in the ſtructure muſt to judgment yield. 

And where the Poet fails in art, or care, 

We beg your auonted mercy to the Player. 


Diramatis Perſonæ. 
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M E N. 

Lord Morelove, a? | Mr. Poavel. 

Lord Foppingteh, © ir: een Bur, Cider. 

Sir Charles Ta). , Mr. Wilks, 

W O M E N. 

Lady Betty Modiſp, Mrs. Oldfield. 

Lady Ea, Mrs. Knight. 
Lady Graweairs, Mrs. More. 


Mrs. Edging, Woman to Lady Eaſy, Mrs. Lucas, 


SCENE, WINDSOR. 


power to pleaſe him, he never ſhall upbraid me with an 


| 
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ACT LAS KERMNERLE 
SCENE, Sir Charles Eafy's Lodgings. ; * 
Enter Lady Eaſy alone, : 


L. EASY. 


\ k 7 AS ever woman's ſpirit, by an injurious huſ- 

band, broke like mine? A vile, licentious 
3 man ! Mutt he bring home his follies too! 
Wrong me with my very ſervant! O! how tedious a re- 
lief is patience ! And yet in my condition *tis the only re- 
medy : for to reproach him with my wrongs is taking on 
myſelf the means of a redreſs, bidding defiance to his. 
falſhood, and naturally but provokes him 'to undo me. 
The uneaſy thought of my continual jealouſy may teize 
him to a fix: averhon; and hitherto, tho? he neglects; I 
cannot think he hates me. —It muſt be fo! Since I want 


attempt of max'ng him unealy My eyes and tongue 
ſhall yet be blind and ſilent to my wrongs; nor wou & 1 
have him chink my virtue cou'd ſuſpect him, 'till by ſome 
da apparent proof of his. miſdoing, ne forces me to- 
ge——and to forgive it, 


AG 


make me lower yct, lo let her think I underſtand her. 
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Enter Edging haſtily, 


— 


> Edg. O madam ! 


L. Eaſy. What's the matter? 

Fag. 1 have the ſtrangeſt thing to ſhew your lady ſhip 
ſuch a diſcovery | | 

L. Eajy. You are reſolv'd to make it without much ce- 
remony, I find; what's the buſineſs, pray? | | 
' Zag. The buſineſs, madam, I have not patience to tell 
you, I am out of breath at the very thoughts on't, I ſhall 
not be able to ſpeak this half hour. 
I. Zaß. Not to the purpoſe I believe! But methinks 
you talk impertinently with a great deal of eaſe. 

Edg. Nay; madam, perhaps not ſo impertinent as your 
Ladythip thinks ; there's that will ſpeak to purpoſe, I am 


ſure A baſe man | [ Gives A Letter. 
L. Za What's this, an open letter! Whence comes 
ut ? | | 


Edg. Nay, read it, madam, you'll ſoon gueſs, If 
_ are the tricks of huſbands, keep me a maid ſtill, 
ay I, 

L. Eaſy. {Locking on the Superſcription.] To Sir Charles 
Eaſy! Ha! Loo well I know this hateful hand O my 
heart! but I muſt veil my jealouſy, which *tis not fit this 
creature ſhould ſoppoſe I am acquainted with. [ 4/ide. } 
his direction is to your maſter, how came you by 
it? | | 
Fag. Why, madam, as my maſter was lying down, 
after he came in from hunting, he ſent me into his dreſ- 
ſin g- room to fetch his ſnuff- box out of his waiſtcoat-poc- 
ket; and ſo as I was ſearching for the box, madam, there 


| T found this wicked letter from a miſtreſs; which I had 


no ſooner read, but, I declare it, my very blood roſe at 
him again; methought I could have torn him and her to 
PLEceS, ; 

L. Fah. Tntolerable ! This odious thing's jealous of 
him herſelf, and wants me to join with her in a revenge 
upon him. Sure 1 am fallen indeed! But "were to 


[4/fide. 
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Zag. Nay, pray, madam, read it, you'll be out of pa- 


tience at it, | 

L. Eaſy. You are bold, miſtreſs ; has my indulgence 
or your maſter's good humour flatter*d you into the aſ- 
ſurance of reading his letters? a liberty] never gave my- 
{df. Here lay it where you had it immediately—ſhou'd 
he know of your ſaucineſs, twou'd not be my favour 
cou'd protect you. [ Exit L. Eaſy. 

Edg. Your favour! Marry come up! Sure I don't de- 
pend upon your favour !=—"T'is not come to that, I hope 
Poor creature—don't you think Iam my maſter's mi- 
ſtreſs for nothing ? You ſhall find, madam, I won't be 
ſnapt up as I have been Not but it vexes me, to think 
ſhe ſhou'd not be as uneaſy as I. I am fure he is a 
baſe man to me, and I could cry my eyes out that ſhe 
ſhou'd not think him as bad to her every jot. If I am 
wrong'd, ſure ſhe may very well expect it, that is but his 
wife. A conceited thing ſhe need not be ſo eaſy 
neither — am as handſome as ſhe, I hope——Here's my 
mafter— I'll try whether I am to be huff d by her, or 
no. [Walks bebind. 


Enter Sir Charles Eaſy. 


Sir Cha. So! The day is come again—Life but riſes 
to another ſtage, and the ſame dull journey is before us, 
How like children do we judge of happineſs! When I was 
ſtinted in my fortune, almolt every King was a pleaſure 
to me, becauſe moſt things then being out of my reach, 
I had always the pleaſure of hoping for 'em; now For- 
tune's in my hand, ſhe's as inſipid as an old acquaintance 
-—-{t's mighty filly, faith — Juſt the ſame thing by my 
wife too; I am told ſhe's extremely handſome—— nay, 
and have heard a great many people ſay ſhe 1s certainly 
the beſt woman in the world Why, I don't know but 
ſhe may, yet I could never find that her perſon or good 
qualities gave me any concern — In my eye, the woman 
has no mere charms than my mcther. _ AY 52 

ag. Hum! — he takes no notice of me yet I'll let 


* 
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let him ſee, T can take as little notice of him, [She 
walls by him gravely, he turns her about aud holds ber, ſhe 
frruggles.) Pray, Sir | 

Sir Char, A pretty pert air that PII humour it — 
What's the matter, child? Are you not well? Kiſs me, 
hoſſy. : | 
. Far. No, the deuce fetch me if I do. 

dir Char. Has any thing put thee out of humour, 
love? 1 8 | 

Eug. No, fir, *tis not worth my being out of humour, 
at tho? if ever you have any thing to ſay to me again, 
Pl be burn'd. | dg 

Sir Char. Somebody has bely'd me to thee. 

Edg. No, fir, tis you have bely'd yourſelf to me 
Did not 1 aſk you when you firſt made a fool of me, if you 
would be always conſtant, to me, and did not you ſay, I 
might be ſure you wou'd ? And here, inſtcad of that, 
you are going on in your old intrigue with my Lady 
Graveairs, | 


Sir Char,” so N | * 
"Ede. Befide, don't you ſuffer my lady to huff me eve- 
| ry day as if I were her dog, or had no more concern with 
of you declare I won't bear it, and ſhe ſhan't think to 
| huff me For aught I know, I am as agreeable as ſhe ; 5 
and tho' ſhe dares not take any notice of your baſe- 
neſs to her, you ſhan't think to uſe me ſo and ſo pray. 
take your naſty letter I know the hand well enough 
For my part, | won't ſtay in the family to be abus'd at 
this rate: I that have, refus'd lords and dukes for your 
ſake; I'd have you to know, br, | have had as many blue 
| and green ribbons after.me, for aught I Know, as would, 
1 have made me a Fatba a pron, _ | 
Sir Char, My Lady Graveairs! my nafly letter! and J. 
won't ſtay in the family! Death —l'm in a pretty con- 
1 dition What an unlimited privilege has this jade got 
from being a whore? | 


Eg, | ſuppoſe, fir, 304 think to uſe every body as you 
no - do your wite, n | | 
5 Sir Char. My wife! hah ! Come hither, Mrs, aging; 
hark you, Drab— [sSe.ging her by the Shoulder. 
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bp Ex- Oh! 

Sir Char. When you ſpeak of my wife, you are to ſay 
- your lady, and you are never to ſpeak of your lady to me 
in any regard of her being my wife — for look you, 
child, you are not her ftrumpet, but mine, therefore [ 
only give you leave to be ſaucy with me In the next 
place, you are never to ſuppoſe there is any fuch perſon 
as my Lady Graveazrs; and laſtly, my pretty one, how 
came you by this letter ? 

Edg. It's no matter, N 1 

Sir Char. Ay, but if you ſhou'd not te'l me qoickly 
how are you ſure I won't take a great piece of fleſh out of 
your ſhoulder, my dear ? [ Shake: her. 

Eag. O lud! O lud! I will tell you, fir, 

Sir Char. Quickly then. [ Jgain, 

Eag. Oh! I took it out of your pocket, REN Fade” 

Sir Chas: When ? n 
Fag. Oh! this morning, w when you fa me for your 
ſnuff- box. 

Sir Char. And your ladyſhip's pretty curioſity has 
look'd it over, I preſume — ha [ Again. 

Eag. O lud! dear ſir, ow t be angry indeed PH 
never touch one again, 

Sir Char. I don't believe you will, and In tell you 
how you ſhall be ſure you never will. a 

Edg. Yes, fir, : 

Sir Chur. By ſtedfaſtly believing, that the next time 
you offer it, you will have your pretty white neck twiſt- 
ed behind you. © 

Eag. Yes, fir. | if Curefrings 

Sir Char. And you will be ſure to remember wy 
thing I have ſaid to you? 20 

Eag. Yes, ſir. | 
| Sir Char. And now, child, I was not angry with your 
perſon, but your follies; which ſince I find you are a 
little ſenfible of don't be wholly diſcourag'd 
for I believe I-— I ſhall W cao for you 
again, 


Lag. Yes, fir, 


———— —e— — — 
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Sir Char. In the mean time, let me hear no more of 
your lady, child. 5 | | 
Edg. No, fir. 


-: Bi Char,. Here ſhe comes, be cone. 


Ves, fir — Oh! I was never ſo frighten'd in 
my li ie. [ Exit, 
Sir Char. So! good diſcipline makes good' ſoldiers — 

It often puzzles me to think, from my own careleſſneſs, 
and my wife's continual good humour, whether ſhe really 


knows any thing of the ſtrengih of my forces — Il ſift her 
8 little. 


* 


Enter Lady Eaſy. 


My dear, how do you do? You are dreſs'd very dad to- 
are you going out ? 

hs Eaſy. Only to church, my dear. 

Sir Char. Is it ſo late then? 

L. Eaſy. The bell has juſt rung. 

Sir Char, Well, child, how does Vindſor air agree 
with you? Do you find yourſelf any better yet? or have 
you a mind to go to London again? 

L. Eaſy. No, indeed, my the air's ſo very plea- 
ant, that if it were a place of leſs company, I cou'd be 
content to end my days here. 

Sir Char Pr'ythee, my dear, what ſort of company 


would molt pleaſe you ? 


L. Zaß. When — would n it, yours; and 
in your abſence a ſincere friend, that were truly happy 
in an honeſt huſband, to ſit a ann hour, and talk 1 in 
mutual praiſe of our condition. 1 

Sir Char. Are you then really very happy, my dear ? 

I. Zap. Why ſhould you queſtion i: > { Smiling an him. 

Sir Char, Becauſe | fancy I am not ſo good to you as k 
ſhould be. 

L. Za, Pſhah 

Sir Char. Nay, the deuce take me if I don't really cons. 
feſs myſelf ſo bad, that I have often onder“ how any 
woman of your "RY rank, and perſon, could thinki t 
worth her while to have ſo many uſeleſs good qualities. 
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L. Eafy. Fy, my dear. 

Sir Char. By my ſoul, I'm N 

L. Eafy, I can't boaſt af my good qualities, nor if I 
could, do I believe you think 'em uſeleſs. 
Sir Char. Nay, I ſubmit to 50u —— Don't you find *em 
ſo? Do you perceive that | am one tittle the better huſ- 
band for your being ſo good a wife? 

L. Fah. Pſhah! you jeſt with me. 

Sir Char. Upon my lite I don't 
you never jealous of me ? 

L. Ea/y. Did [ ever give you any fign of it? 

Sir Char. Um that's true but do you really think 


Tell me truly, was 


1 never gave you occaſion ? 


L. Eah. That's an odd queſtion 
had? 


Sir Char. Why then, what good has your virtue done 


but ſuppoſe you 


you, fince all the good qualities of it could not Keep me 


to yourſelf ? 
L. Eaſy. What occafion have you given me to. ſuppoſe 


T have not kept you to myſelf ? 


Sir Char. | given you occaſion ! — Fy! my dear 
+ may be.ſure ——I——look you, that is not the thing, 
(Death, what a blander have I made !) -— 
a ſtill, I ſay, madam, you ſhan't make me believe you 
have nerer been jealous of me: not that you ever had 
any real cauſe, but I know women of your principles have 
more pride than the ſe that have no principles at all; and 
where there is pride, there muſt be ſome jealouſy——ſo 
that if you are jealous, my dear, you know you wrong 
me, and 
L. Eaſy. Why then, upon my word, my dear, I 
175 t know that ever 1 wrong'd you that way in my 
life 
Sir Char. But ſoppoſe I had given a real 6250 to be 
jealous, how would you do then? 
L. Eaſy. It muſt be a very ſubſtantial one that makes 


me jealous. 


Sir Char. Say it were a ſubſtantial one; ſuppoſe now I 
were well with a woman of your own acquaintance, that 
under pretence of frequent viſits to you, ſhould only come 


9 * 


18 The CatEZ Less. Hus BAW b. 


to carry on an affair with me——Suppoſe r now * Lady | 


Grawveairs and I were great | 
L. Eaſy. Wou'd I could not rde it! [Aſide. 
$i: Char, If I come off here, I believe I am pretty 

ſa e. [A/ide.] Suppoſe, I ſay, my lady and I 

were fo very familiar, that not only yourſelf, but half 

the 'Fown ſhould ſee it! 

L. Eaſy. Then f ſhould cry myſelf ſick in ſome dark 
cloſer, and forget my tears when you ſpoke kindly 0 
me, 

Sir Char, The moſt convenient piece of virtue ſure that 

ever wife was miſtreſs of. [ Afeze. 

1. Fah. But pray, my dear, did you ever think that 
1 had any ill th:ughrs of my Lady Graveairs ? 

Sir Char. O fy! child; only you know ſhe and Lus' 4 
to be a little free ſometimes, ſo | had a mind to ſee if you 
thought there was any harm in it: but fince I find you 
very eaſy in it, I think myſelf oblig'd to tell you, that 
upon my ſoul, my dear, I have fo little regard. io her 

erſon, that the deucę take me, if 1 would not as ſoon 

Sow an affair with thy woman. 

L. Eaſy. Indeed, my dear, I ſhould as ſoon ſuſpect 
vou with one as t'other, 


Sir Char. Poor dear ſhould'ſt thou give me a 
5 


. Eaſy. Pſhah ! you don't care to kiſs me. 
Sir Char. By my foul I do——1 wiſh 1 may die if [ 
don't think =_ a very fine woman. 
L. Eajy. I only wiſh you'd think me a good wife, 
Kiſſes ber.] But pray, my dear, what has made you ſo 


lirangely inquiſitive ? 


Sir Char, Inquifitive !=—Why— a I don't 
know, one's always ſaying one foolith thing or another 
Holl le roll. [Sings and tales] My dear, what! 


are we never to have any ball here? Toli le roll. 1 


fancy I could recover my dancing * , if I would but 
practiſe it. Toll, lo!l, loll ! 

L. Faß. This exceſs of careleſsneſs to me excuſes half 
his vices: if | can make him once think ſeriouſly —— 
time wh may be my friend. 


Ws 
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Tuter a Servant. 


Serv. Sir, Lord Morelove gives his ſervice — 

Sir Char. Lord Mor clave! Where is he? 

Serv. At the Chocalate-houſe; he called me to him as 
] went by, and bid me cell your Honour he Il wait upon 
you prelentiy. 

L.. Eaſy. | thought you had not expected him here 
again this ſeaſon, my dear. 

Sir Char. I thought ſo too, but you ſee thaw? s NO de- 
pending upon the reiolution of a man that's in love 

L Eajz. Is there a chair? 

dere. Yes, madam. [eit Fervant. 

L. Fah. 1 ſuppoſe Lady Betty Modiſb has drawn him 
hither. 

Sir Cher. Ah poor ſoul, for all his b avery, I am 
afraid ſo. 

L Eajy. Well, my dear, I han't time to aſłk my Lord 
how he does now; you'll excuſe me to him, but I hope 
you'll make him dine wi haus. 

Sir Char, I'll ak him, If you ſee Lady Betty at 
Prayers make her dine too, but don't take auy notice of 
my Lord's being in town. 


L. Faß. Very well! If I ſhould not mect her there, 
PII call at her lodgings, 


Sir Char, Do ſo. 
L Eahy, My dear, your ſervant. [Exit L. Eaſy. 
| 4 ir Char. My dear, I'm yours. Well one way or 
5 i other this woman will cer:ainly bring about her buſineſs 


with me at laſt ; for tho? ſhe can't make me happy in her 


t own perion, ſhe lets me be ſo intolcrably eaſy wich the 
r women that can, that ſhe has at leaſt brought me into a 
1 fair way of being as weary of them 100. 

1 

d Enter Servant and Lord M orelove: 

F Serv. Sir, wy Lord?s,com: 


L. Mar. Dear Charles ! 
Sir Char, My dear Lord! this is an happineſs un- 


make him ſo much the better {port too. 
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dreamt of; I little thought to have ſeen you at Wind/or 
again this ſeaſon; I concluded of courſe, that books and 
ſolitude had ſecur'd you till winter. 

L. Mor. Nay, I did not think of coming myſelf, but 
I found myſelf not very well in London, fo | thought 
a little hunting, and this air 

Sir Char, Ha ! ha! ha! 

L. Mor. What do you laugh at? 

Sir Char. Only becauſe you ſhould not go on with 
your ſtory : if you did but ſee how filly a man ar 0423 
for an excuſe, when he is a little aſnam'd of bein 
7 you wou'd not | wonder what I laugh at. * 
ha 

L. Mor. Thou art a very happy fellow n c 
touches thee always eaſy—— Then you conclude 


follow Lady Betty again? 


Sir Char. Yes, faith do I: and to make you eaſy, my 
Lord, I cannot ſee why a man that can ride fifty miles. 
after a poor ſtag, ſhould be aſham'd of running twenty 
in chace of > this woman, that in all probability will 
Embracing. 

L. Mer. Dear Charles, don't flatter my diſtemper, I 
own I fill follow her: Do you think her charms have 
power to excuſe me to the world? | 

Sir Char. Ay! ay! a fine woman's an excuſe for any 
thing; and the ſcandal cf her being in jeſt, is a jeſt ic. 
ſelf; we are all forc'd to be their fools, before we can 
be their favourites. 

L. Mer. You are willing to give me hope; but I can't 
believe ſhe has the leaſt degree of inclination for me. 

Sir Char, I don't know that I'm. ſure her pride 
likes you, and that's generally your fine ladies darling 

aſſion. 
. L. Mer. Do you ſuppoſe if I could $row indifferent, | 


itwou'd touch her? 
Sir Char. Sting her to the heart — Will you take 
my advice? 
L. Mor. I have no lier but that. Had I not thee 
now and then to talk an hour, my life were inſupporta- 


ble. 3 
Sir Char. I am lorry for that, my Lord bat ind: 
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> what I ſay to you——But hold, firſt let me know the 

8 particulars of your late quarrel with her. 3 
1 L. Mor. Why about three weeks ago, when I was 

| laſt here at Wind/or, ſhe had for ſome days treated me 

With a little more reſerve, and another with more free- 

dom than I found myſelf eaſy at. 

„ Sir Char. Who was that other? 

-M L. Mor. One of my Lord Foppington's gang, the pert 
coxcomb that's juſt come to a ſmall eſtate, and a great 
periwig —— he. that fings himſelf among the women 
What d'ye call him——-He won't ſpeak to a Com- 
moner when a Lord's in company You always ſee 
him wich a cane dangling at his button, his breaſt open, 
no gloves, one eye tuck'd under his hat, and a tooth-pick 

= n— —t that's his name. 
* Sir Char. O! I have met him in a viſit——but pray 
9 on. 
*F © ku Mor. So, diſputing with her about the conduct of 
women, I took the liberty to tell her how far I thought 
ſhe err'd in hers; ſhe told me 1 was. rude, and that ſhe 
would never believe any man could love a were: of 
thought her in the wrong in any thing ſhe had a mind 
to, at leaſt if he dar'd to tell her fo—This provok*d me 
into her whole character, with as much ſpite and civil 
2 malice, as I have ſeen her beſtow upon a woman of true 
| beauty, when the men firſt toaſted her: ſo in the middle 
of my wiſdom, ſhe told me, ſhe deſir'd to be alone, that 
I would take my odious proud heart along with me, 
and trouble her no more I bow'd very low, 
= and as I left the room, 1 vow'd I never wou'd, and that 
my proud heart ſhould never. be humbled by the out 
ſide of a fine woman————— About an hour after, I 
whipp'd into my chaiſe for London, and have never ſeen 
her ſince. ' - K pho ns. 
Sir Char. Very well ; and how did you find your prog* 
heart by that time yon got to Hownſlow? 
I L. Mor. I am almoſt aſham'd to tell you found 
her ſo much in the right,” that I curs'd my pride for con- 
tradicting her at all, and began o think according to her 
maxim, that no woman could be in the wrong to a man... . 
gane had in her p ꝭrt ot TTY 
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Sir Char. Ha !, ha! Well, Pil tell you what you ſhalt 


do. You can ſee her without trembling, J hope. 


L. Mor. Not if ſhe receives me well. 


Sir Char. If ſhe receives, you well; you wall have no. 


occaſion for hat I am going to ſay to you Fir, 
you ſhall dine with her. b 
L. Mor. How | where! when | 5 
Sir Char. Here! here! at two o'clock. - + 


L. Mer. Dear Charles ! 

Sir Char. My wite's gone to invite her; when you 
ſee her firſt, be neither too humble nor too ſtubborn ; let 
her ſee by the eaſe in your behaviour, you are till pleas'd 
in being near her, while ſhe is upon reaſonable terms 
with you. This will either open the door of an eclair- 
ciſſenient, or quite ſhut it againſt you and if he is 
ſtill reſolved to keep you out 

L. Mer. Nay, if ſhe inſults me then, perhaps I may 
recover pride enough t to yy her by an over- acted ſub- 
miſſion. 

Sir Char, Why, you improve, my Lord; this is the 


very thing 1 was going to propoſe to you. 


L. Mor. Was it, faith! Hark you, dare you ſtand by 
de? 

Sir Char. Dare 1! ay, to my laſt drop of aſſurance, 
againſt all the inſolent airs of the proudeſt Beauty in 
Chriſtendom. 

L. Mer. Nay, then defiance to her We two 
Thou bait in ſpir d me, I find myſelf as valiant as a flat- 
ter 'd coward. 

Sir Char, Courage, my Lord—I'll warrant we beat 
her. 

L. Mor. My blood ſtirs at the very thought on't; I 
long to be engag'd. 

dir Char. She'll certainly give ground, when ſhe once 
ſees you are thoroughly provok'd. . 

L. "Mor. Dear e. thou art a friend indeed. 


1 
: 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Sir, my Lord Foppington gives his ſervice, and 
if your Honour's at leiſure, he'll Wait on you as {on as: 


he's dr els'd, S 
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L. Mor. Lord Foppington! is he ia Town ? 
Sir Char. Ves 1 heard laſt night he was come. 
Give my ſervice to his ewe and tell him I ſhall be 
* glad he'll do me the honour of his company here at din- 
ner. [Exit Serv.] We may have occaſion for him in our 
deſign upon Lady Betty. 12 
L. Mor. What uſe can we make of him? 1 
Sir Char. We'll ſee when he comes; at leaſt there's 
no danger in him; not but I ſuppoſe you know he's your 
rival, | 
L. Mer. Pſha! a coxcomb. + 2 
Sir Char, Nay, don't deſpiſe him neither he's able 
to give you advice; for tho' he's in love wich the ſame 
woman, yet to him ſhe has not charms enough to give a 
minute's pain 2 II 112 
L. Mor. Pr'ythee, what ſenſe has he of love? 
Sir Char Faith, very near as much as a man of ſenſe 
ought to have; I grant you, he knows not how to value 
a woman truly 3 but he has a pretty juſt eſteem 
for moſt ladies about TTOÜ . | ? 
L. Mor. That he follows, I grant you 
dom viſits any of extraordinary reputation, 


Sir Char, Have a care, IL have ſeen him at Lady Bere 


Modifh's l 
L. Mor. To be laugh'd at. | F 
Sir Char, Don't be too confident of that ; the women 
now begin to laugh with him, not at him: for he xeally, 
ſometimes rallies his own humour with ſo much eaſe 
and pleaſantry, that a great many women begin to 
think he has no follies at all, and thoſe he has, have been 
as much owing to his youth, and a great eſtate, as want 
of natural wit: 'tis true, he's often a bubble to his 
Purges. but he has always been wiſely vain enough to 
eep himſelf from being too much the ladies humble 
ſervant in lo re. 2 x 01 
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L. Mor. There indeed I almoſt envy him. 

Sir Char. The eaſinefs of his o inion upon the Sex, 
will go near to pique you We mult have him. 
ſhall we 


Sus Ad 


— * 


ourſelves till dinner? 


2 


. 
with. 
r * at 
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L. Mor. As you pleaſe ut what 
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Sir Char. What think you of a party at piquet ? 

L. Mor. O! you are too hard for me. 

Sir Char. Fy! fy: what when you play with hi 
Grace ? 

L. Mor. Upon my ſoul he gives me three points. 

Sir. Char. Does he? why then you ſhall give. me but 
two——Here, fellow, get cards. Allens. [Execunt. 


. 


SCENE I. 
The SCENE, Lady Betty Modiſh's Lodgings. 
N Enter Lady Betty, and Lady Eaſy, meeting, 
1 "Barth 
am ftrangely happy ef 


receiv'd my new ſcarf from London, and you are moſt 
critically come to give me your opinion of it. 


L. Zaß. O! your ſervant, madam, I am a very in- 


different judge, you know : What, is it with ſleeves? 


L. Bet. O! *tis impoſſible to tell you what it is! 
*Tis all extravagance both in mode and fancy, — 


dear; believe there's fix thouſand yards of edgi 
in it — Then ſuch an enchanting flope from the elbo 


—— ſomething ſo new, ſo lively, ſo noble, ſo 45 


and charming but you ſhall ſee it, my dear 


L. Bay. Indeed I won't, my dear; I am reſolv'd to 


mortify you for being ſo wrongfully fond of a trifle. 
L. Bet. Nay, now, my dear, you are ill-natur'd. 


L. Baß. Why truly, Pm hal angry to ſee,a woman , 


of your ſenſe, ſo warmly* concern'd in the care of her 


oy for when we Have taken our beſt pains about it, 


tis the beaoty of the mind alone that gives. us lalting 
* 4 3 


H! my dear! I am overjoy'd to ſee you! 13 
I have juſt 
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1 L. Bet. Ah! my dear! my dear! you have been a 
married woman to a fine purpoſe indeed, that know ſo 
5 little of the taſte of mankind:; take my word, a new 

faſhion upon a fine woman, is often a greater proof of 

her value, than you are aware of. 

4 L. Eaſy. That I can't comprehend, for you ſee among 

the men, nothing's more ridiculous than a new faſhion. 

Thoſe of the firſt ſenſe are always the laſt that come 

Od into 'em. . 

I L. Bet. That is, becauſe the only merit of a man is 

his ſenſe; but doubtleſs the greateſt value of a woman 
is her beauty; an homely woman at the head of a fa- 
ion would not be allowed in it by the men, and con- 
ſegquently not followed by the women: ſo that to be 
ſucceſsful in one's fancy, is an evident ſign of one's be- 

ing admir'd, and I always take admiration for the belt 
proof of beauty; and beauty certainly is the ſource of 

— pou as power in all creatures is the height of hap- 

== pinels, 

: L. Eaſy. At this rate you would rather be thought 

beautiful than good. 

L. Bet. As I had rather command than obey : the 
wiſelt homely woman can't make a man of ſenſe of a 
fool, but the veryeſt fool of a beauty ſhall make an 
aſs of a Stateſman ; ſo that in ſhort, I can't ſee a woman 
of ſpirit has any buſineſs in this world but to dreſs 
and make the men like her. 4 | 

L. Eajy. Do you ſuppoſe this is a principle the men 
of ſenſe will admire you for ? ; | 

L. Bet. 1 do ſuppoſe, that when I ſuffer any man to 
like my perſon, he ſhan't dare to find fault with my 
principle. 
L. Za). But men of ſenſe are not ſo eaſily humbled. 

L. Bet. The eaſieſt of any; one has ten thouſand 
times the trouble with a coxcomb. 

L. Eaſy, Nay, that may be; for I have ſeen you throw 
away more good humour in hopes of a zerdrefe from 
my Lord Foppington, who loves all women alike, than 
XX would have made my Lord Morelove perfectly happy, 
EX who loves only you. - 
Vor. II. B 
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L. Bet. The men of ſenſe, my dear, make the beſt 
fools in the world: their ſincerity and good breeding 
throws them ſo entirely into one's power, and gives one 
ſuch an agreeable thirſt of uſing them ill, to ſhew that 
power tis impoſſible not to quench it. 

L. Eafy. But methinks, my Lord Morelove's manner 
to you might move any woman to a kinder ſenſe of his 
merit. 1 

L. Bet. Ay! but would it not be hard, my dear, far 
a poor weak woman to have a man of his quality and 
reputation in her power, and not let the world ſee 
him there? Wou'd any creature fit new-dreſs'd all day 
in her cloſet? Cou'd you bear to have a ſweet · fancy'd 
ſuit, and never ſh:w it at the play, or in the drawing- 
room? | | ; 

L. Eafy. But one wou'd not ride in't, methinks, or 
harraſs it out, when there's no occaſion, | 

L. Bet. Pooh! my Lord Morelowe's a mere Indian da- 
maſk, one can't wear him out: o' my conſcience I muſt 
give him to my woman at laſt, 1 begin to be known by 
him: had not I bet leave him off, my dear? for (poor 
ſoul) I belieye I have a little fretted him of late. 

L. Zeh. Now tis to me amazing, how a man of his 
ſpirit can bear to be us'd like a dog for four or five years 
together but nothing's a wonder in love ; yet pray, 
when you found you cou'd not like him at firſt, why did 
you ever encourage him? 5 

L. Bet. Why, what wou'd you have one do? For my 
part, I cou'd no more chooſe a man by my eye, than a 
ſhoe ; one mult draw 'em on a little to ſee if they are 
Tight to one's foot. | 

L. Eaſy. But I'd no more fool on with a man I cou'd 
not like, than I'd wear a fhoe taat pinch'd me. $ + 

L. Ber. Ay, but then a poor wretch tells one he*l] 
widen 'em, or do any thing, and is fo civil and filly, that 
one does not know how to turn ſuch a trifle, as a pair of 
ſhoes or an heart, upon a fellow's hands again. 


— 


L. Ea. Well! 1 confeſs you are very happily diſtin- 4 


uiſh'd among moſt women of ſortune, to have a man 


of my Lord Meorelope's ſenſe and quality ſo long and 
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honourably in love with you : for now-a-days one hard- 
1y ever hears of ſuch a thing as a man of quality in love 
with the woman he wou'd marry : to be in love now, is 
only having a defign upon a woman, a modiſh way of 
declaring war againſt her virtue, which they generally 
attack firſt, by toaſting up her vanity, 

L. Bet. Ay, but the world knows, that 1s not the caſe 
between my Lord and me. 

L. Za/y. Therefore | think you happy. | 

L. Bet. Now | don't ſee it. Ill fwear I'm better 
pleas'd to know there are a great many fooliſh fellows of 
quality that take occaſion to toaſt me frequently. 

IL. Za. I vow I ſhould not thank any gentleman for 
toaſting me; and | have often wonder'd how a woman 
of your ſpirit cou'd bear a great many other freedoms I 
have ſeen ſome men take with you, 

L. Bet. As how, my dear? Come, prithee be free 
with me, for you muſt know, I love dearly to hear my 
faults—— Who is't you have obſerv'd to be too free with 
me ? 

IL. Eaß. Why, there's my Lord Foppingtion ; cou'd 
any woman but you bear to fee him with a reſpectſul 
Meer ſtare full in your face, draw up his breath and cry 
ad, you're handſome ! | 29 

L. Bet. My dear, ſine fruit will have flies about it, 
but, poor things, they do it no harm: for if you ob- 
ſerve, people are generally moſt ape do chufe · that the 
flies have been buſy with; ha! ha! 

L. Eaſy. Thou art a ſtrange giddy creature! 

L. Bet. That may be from ſo much circulation of 
thought, my dear. f 

L. Eaſy. But my Lord Feppington's married, and one 
wou'd not fool with him for his Lady's ſake; it may 
make her uneaſy, and 

L. Bet. Poor creature | her pride indeed makes her 
carry it off without taking any notice of it to me; tho? 
I know ſhe hates me in her heart, and I can't endure 


malicious people, fo I us'd to dine with her once a week, 


purely to give her diſorder; if you had but ſeen when 
my Lord and 1 fool'd a little, the creature look'd ſo ugly. 
B 2 


— 
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L. Faß. But 1 ſhould not think my reputation ſafe ; my 


Lord Foppington's a man that talks often of his amours, 


but ſeldom ſpeaks of favours that are refus'd him. 

L. Bet. Pſhah; will any thing a man ſays make a 
woman leſs agreeable ? Will his talking ſpoil one's com- 
plexion, or put one hair out of order? And for 
reputation, look you, my dear, take it for a rule, that 
as amonglt the lower rank of people no woman wants 
beauty that has fortune; ſo amongſt people of fortune, 
no woman wants virtue that has beauty: but an eſtate 
and beauty join'd, are of an unlimited, nay, a power 
pontifical, make one not only abſolute, but infallible— 
A fine woman's never in the wrong; if we were, *tis 
not the ſtrength of a poor creature's reaſon that can 
unfetter him—— O! how I love to hear a wreteh 
curſe himſelf for loving on, or now and then coming out 
with a 


«« Yet for the plague of human race, 
«© This devil has an angel's face.“ 

L. Zaſy. At this rate, I don't ſee you Allow reputa- 
tion to be at all eſſential to a fine woman. 

L. Bet. Juſt as much as honour to a great man: 
power always is above ſcandal: don't you hear people 
lay, the king of France owes moſt of his conqueſts to 
breaking his word? And wou'd not the Confederates 
have a fine time on't, if they were only to go to war 


with reproaches? Indeed, my dear, that jewel reputa - 1 


tion is a very fanciful buſineſs; one ſhall not ſee an 
homely creature in town but wears it in her mouth, as 
monſtroully as the Iadiaus do bobs at their lips, and it 
really becomes them juſt alike. 15 | 
L. Eaſy. Have a care, my dear, of truſting too far to 
ower alone: for nothing is more ridiculous than the 
fall of pride; and a woman's pride at beſt may be ſuſ- 
peed to be more a diſtruſt, than a real contempt ot 
mankind : for when we have ſaid all we can, a deſerv- 
ins hutband is certainly our beſt. happineſs: and 1 
don't queſtion but my Lord Merelowe's merit in a little 


time will make you think fo too; for whatever airs you 
give yourlelf' to the world, I'm ſure your heart don't 


want £00d-naAture, 
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L. Bet. You are miſtaken, I am very ill-natur'd, tho? 
your good humour won't let you fee it. 

L. Eaſy. Then to give me a proof on't, let me ſee 
you refuſe to go immediately and dine with me, after [ 
have promis'd Sir Charles to bring you, 

L. Bet. Pray don't alk me, 

L. Eajy. Why? | 

L. Bet. Becauſe to let you ſee I hate good-nature, [Il 
go without aſking, that you mayn't have the malice to 
ſay I did you a favour, 

L. Eay. Thou art a mad creature, 


[ Ex, Arm it Arm, 


j 4 The SCENE changes to Sir Charles's Lodgings. 


Lord Morelove and Sir Charles at Piguet. 


Sir Char. Come, my Lord, one ſingle game for the 
Teut, and ſo have done. | 


L. Mor. No, hang 'em, I have enough of 'em; ill 
cards are the dulleſt company in the world — How much 


Sir Char. Three parties. 

L. Mor. Fifteen pound very well. | 
{IF hile L. Mor. counts out his money, a Servant gives Sir 
Charles a letter, which he reads to himſelf. | 

Sir Char, [To the Servant] Give my ſervice, ſay I 
have company dines with me, if I have time I II call 
Ha! ha! ha! [ Exit Serv. 
L. Mor. What's the matter ? there 
; | [ Paying the money 
Sir Char, The old affair — my Lady Graveairs. 
L. Mor. O! pr'ythee how does that go on? | 
Sir Char, As agreeable as a Chancery ſuit : for now 
"tis come to the intolerable plague of my not being able 
to get rid on't ; as you may ſee [ Giving the Letter. . 


L. Mor. [Reads] ©* Your behaviour fince I came to 
**© Wizd/or, has convinc'd me of your villainy with- 
B 3 
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out my being ſurpris'd, or angry at it: I deſire 

«« you would let me ſee you at my lodgings im- 

4 mediately, where I ſhall have a better oppor- 

*© tunity to convince you, that I never can, or po- 

4 fitively will be as I have been. Yours, Cc.“ 
A very whimſical letter! — Faith, I think ſhe has bard 
luck with you; if a man were oblig'd to have a miſtreſs, 
her perſon and condition ſeem to be cut out for the eaſe 
of a lover : for ſhe's a young, handſome, wild, well- 
jointur'd widow But what's your quarrel ? 

Sir Char. Nothing—ſhe ſees the coolneſs happens to 
be firſt on my fide, and her buſineſs with me now, I ſup- 
pole, is to convince me, how heartily ſhe's vex'd that 
ſhe was not beforchand with me. 

L. Mex. Her pride and your indifference muſt occaſion 
a pleaſant ſcene, ſure 3 what do you intend to do? 

Sir Char. Treat her with a cool, familiar air, *till I 
Pique her to forbid me her ſight, and then take her at 

er word. 6 | 

L. Mer. Very gallant and provoking. { Zater a Servant. 

Serv. Sir, my Lord Foppington [ Exit, 

Sir Char, O-— now, my Lord, if you have a mind 
to be let into the myſtery of making love without pain 
— here's one that's a maſter of the art, and ſhall declaim 


to 70 ; . 


Enter Lord Foppington. 


My dear Lord F of pington 1 


I. Fop. My dear agreeable! Que je Pembraſſe : Pardi! | 


Il y a cent ans que je ne veu———— My Lord, I am your 
Lordſhip's moſt obedient humble ſervant. 

L. Mor. My Lord, I kiſs your hands——1I hope we 
ſhall have you here ſome time; you ſeem to have laid in 
a ſtock of health to be in at the diverſions of the place 

Lon look extremely well. +; 5 
L. Fop. To ſee one's friends look fo, my Lord, may 


eaſily give a vermeil to one's complexion, 


viſible bri/lant in their eyes and air. 


_. 
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L. Fop. What doſt thou mean, Charles ? 

Sir Char. Come, come, confeſs what really brought 
you to Vindſor, now you have no bulineſs there ? 

I.. Fop. Why two hours, and fix of the beſt nags in 
Chriſtendom, or the devil drive me. | 

L. Mor. You make haſte, my Lord. + 

L. Fop. My Lord, I a'ways fly when I purſue 
But they are well kept indeed I love to have crea- 
tures go as I bid 'em; you have ſeen 'em, Charles, but 
fo has all the world; Foppington's lony-tails are known 
on every road in England. | 

Sir Char, Well, my Lord, but how came they to 
bring you this road ? You don't uſe to take theſe irre- 
gular jaunts without ſome deſigu in your head of having 
more than nothing to do. | 

L. Fop. Pſhah ! Pox ! pr'ythee, Charles, thou know- 
eſt I am a fellow of An roh/eqwence, be where I will. 

Sir Char. Nay, nay, this is too much among friends, 
my Lord; come, come, <—we mult have it, your real 
buſineſs here ? - 

L. . Why then, entre war, there is a certain 
fille de jaoye about the Court here that loves winning at 
cards better than all the fine things [ have been able to 
ſay to het, === ſo I have brought an odd thoufand bill 
in my pocket that | deſign ##re-8-77te, to play off with 
het at piquet, or ſo ; ind now the buſineſs is out. 

Sir Char. Ah! and a very good buſineſs too, my Lord. 

L. Fop. If it be well done, Charles 

Sir Char. 'That's as you manage vour cards, my Lord. 

L. Moy. This muſt be a woman of conſequence by the 
value you ſet upon her favours, ; 

Sir Char, O! nothing's above the price of a fine wo- 
man, v1 | 

L. Fop. Nay, look you, Gentlemen, the price may 
not happen to be altogether ſo high neither For I 
fancy I know enough of the game, to make it an even 
bett I get her for nothing. : 

L. Mor. How ſo, my Lord ? f 

L. Fop. Becauſe, if the happen to loſe a good ſum to 
me, I ſhall buy her with her own money. | 
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L. Mor. That's new, I confeſs. ? 
L. Fop. You know, Charles, *tis not impoſiible but T 
may be five hundred pounds deep with her—then bills 


may fall ſhort, and the devil's in't if I want aſſurance to 


alk her to pay me ſome way or other. 

Sir Char. And a man muſt be a churl indeed, that 
won't take a Lady's perſonal ſecurity ; hah ! hah! | hah! 
L. Fop, Heh! heh! heh! thou art a devil, Charles. 

L. Mor. Death | how happy is this coxcomb | [ A/ider 

L. Fop. But to tell you the truth, Gentlemen, — 
J had another preſſing temptation that brought me hi- 
ther, which was my wife. 

L. Mor. That's kind indeed ; my Lady has been here 
this month, ſhe'll be glad to ſee you. 

L. Fep. That I don't know; for I deſign this after- 
noon to ſend her to London. 

L. Mer. What ! the ſame day you come, my Lord ? 
That would be cruel. 

L. Fep. Ay, but it will be mighty convenient, for ſhe 
is poſitively of no manner of uſe in my amours. 

L. Mor. That's your fault, the Town thinks her a very 


deſerving woman. 
L. F-p. If ſhe were a woman of the Town, perhaps I 


| ſhould think ſo too; but ſhe happens to be my wife; 


and when a wife is given to deſerve more than her huſ- 
band's inclinations can pay, in my mind ſhe has no me- 
rit at all. 

L. Mor. She's extremely well-bred, and of a very pru- 
dent concuct, 

L. Fop. Um —ay—— the woman's proud enou h. 

L. Mor. Add to this, all the world allows her handſome. 

L. Fop. The world's extremely civil, my Lord ; and 
I ſhould take it as a favour done me, if they could find 
an experiment to unmarry the poor woman from the only 
man 1n the world that can't think her handſome. 

L. Mer. 1 believe there are a great many in the world 
that are ſoriy it is not in their power to unmarry her. 

L. Fep. l ama great many in the world's very humble 
ſervant ; and whenever they find *tis in their power, 
their high and mighty wiſdoms may command me at a 
quarter of an hour 8 warning. 
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L. Mor. Pray, my Lord, what did you marry for? 
I. Fig. To pay my debts at play, and diſinherit my 
younger brother. TIES 3 

L. Mor. But there are ſome things due to a wife? 

L. Fop. And there are ſome debts I don't care to pay 
— to both which I plead Huſband, and my Lord. 

L. Mor. If I ſhould do ſo, I ſhou'd expect to have my 
coach ſtopt in the ſtreet, and to meet my wife with the 
windows up in a hackney.  _ 

L. Fop. Then wou'd I put in bail, and order a ſepa- 
rate maintenance. | 

L. Mor. And ſo pay double the ſum of the debt, and 
be marry'd for nothing. | 

L. Fop. Now I think deferring a dun, and getting 
rid of one's wife, are two of the moſt agreeable ſweets in 
the liberties of an Exgliſb ſubject. | | 

L. Mor. If I were marry'd, I wou'd as ſoon part from 


| my eſtate, as my wife. | 


L. Fop. Now I wou'd not, ſun-burn me if 1 
would. 

L. Mer. Death! But fince you are thus indifferent, m 
Lord, why wou'd you. needs marry a woman of ſo mu 
merit? Cou'd not you have laid out your ſpleen upon 
ſome ill natur'd ſhrew, that wanted the plague of an ill 
huſband, and have let her alone to ſome plain, honeſt 


man of quality that wou'd have deſerv'd her. 


L. Fep. Why faith, my Lord, that might have been 


= confider'd ; but I really grew ſo paſſionately fond of her 


fortune, that, curſe catch me, I was quite blind to the 


reſt of her good qualities: for to tell you the truth, if it 
had been poſſible that the old put of a Peer cou'd have 
toſs'd me in t'other five thouſand for em, by my con- 
& ſent, ſhe ſhould have relinquiſh'd her merit and virtues 
to any of her younger filters, 


Sir Char, Ay, ay, my Lord, virtues in a wife are 

good for nothing but to make her proud, and put the 

= world in mind of her huſband's faults. . 

| L. Fop. Right, Charles : and ſtrike me blind, but the 

; women of virtue are now grown ſuch idiots in love, they 

expect od a man, juſt as may do of a coach horſe, that 
; | 
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one's appetite, like t'other's fleſh, ſhould increaſe by 


feeding. 


Sir Char. Right, my Lord, and don't conſider, that 
toujours chapons bouilles will never do with an Englifs 


ſtomach. : 
L. Fop. Ha! ha! ha! To tell you the truth, Charles, 


I have known ſo much of that ſort of eating that I now 
think, for an hearty meal, no wild fowl in Curope is 
comparable to a joint of Banſtead mutton. 

L. Mer. How do you mean? 

L. Fop. Why, that, for my part, I had rather have a 
plain flice of my wife's woman, than my guts full of 
e'er an Ortolan Dutcheſs in Chriftendom. 

L. Mor. But I thought, my Lord, your chief buſineſs 


now at Wind/or had been your deſign upon a woman of 


quality. 


L. Fop. That's true, my Lord; tho? I don't think your 


fine Lady the beſt diſh myſelf, yet a man of quality can't 
be without ſuch things at his table, 

L. Mor. O] then you only deſire the reputation of an 
affair with her. | 

L. Fop. I think the reputation is the moſt inviting 
part of an amour with meſt women of quality. 
IL. Mor. Why fo, my Lord? 

L. Fop. Why, who the devil would run. through all 
the degrees of form and ceremony, that lead one up to 
the laſt favour, if it were not for the reputation of under- 
ſtanding the nezreſt way to get over the difficulty? 


L. Mor. But, my Lord, does not the reputation of 


your being fo general an undertaker frighten the women 


from engaging with you ? for they ſay, no man can love 
bat one at a time. | 


L. Fop. That's juſt one more than ever came up to: 
for, ſtop my breath, if ever I lov'd one in my life. 

L. Mor. How do you get em then ? 

L. Fop. Why, ſometimes as they get other people: I 
dreſs, and let them get me; or, if that won't do, as [ 
got my title, buy em. | 

L. Mor. But how can you, that profeſs. indifference, 
think it worth your while to come ſo often up to the price 


of a woman of quality? 
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L. Fop. Becauſe you muſt know, my Lord, that moſt 
of them begin now to come down to reafon ; I mean 
thoſe that are to be had, for ſome die fools; but with 
the wiſer ſort, *tis not of late ſo very expenſive ; now and 
then a partie guarrie, a jaunt or two in a hack to an 
Indian houſe, a little china, an odd thing for a gown, 
or ſo, and in three days after you meet her at the con- 
veniency of trying it chez Mademoiſelle D' Epingle. 

Sir Char. Ay, ay, my Lord, and when you are there, 
you know, what between a little chat, a diſh of tea, 
Mademoiſelles good humour, and a petit chanſon, or 
two, the devil's in't if a man can't fool away the time,. 
*till he ſees how it looks upon her by candle-light. 

L. Fop. Heh ! heh ! well ſaid, Charles; Pgad I fancy 
thee and I have unlac'd many a reputation there 
Your great Lady is as ſoon undreſs'd as her woman. 

L. Mer. I could never find it fo the ſhame or 


| ſcandal of a repulſe always made me afraid of attempt- 


ing a woman of condition. | 

ir Char, Ha! ha! l'gad, my Lord, you deſerve to- 
be ill us'd, your modeſty's enough to ſpoil any woman 
in the world; but my Lord and I underſtand the ſex a 
little better: we ſee p'ainly that women are only cold, 
as ſome men are brave, from the modeily or fear of thoie 
that att ck 'em. 

I.. Fep. Right, Charles —— à man ſhould no more 
give up his heart to a Woman, than his ſword to a bully ;. 
they are both as inſolent as the devil after it. 

Sir Char, How do you like that, my Lord? 

| [ {fide to L. Mor. 
L. Mer. Faith, IT envy him— But, my Lord, ſuppoie 


your inclination ſhould ſtumble upon a woman truly vir- 
tuous, would not a ſevere repulſe from ſuch an one put 


you ſtrangely out of countenance ? | 
L. Fop. Not at all, my Lord=—for if a man don't 


mind a box o' the ear in a fair ſtruggle with a freſh 


country-girl, why the duce ſhould he be concern'd at 

an 1mpertinent frown from an aitack upon a woman of 
quality ? | 

L. Mor. Then you have no notion of a Lady's cri.ely # 
BG | 
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L. Fop. Ha! ha! let me blood, if I think there's a 
greater jeſt in nature. I am ready to crack my guts with 
laughing to ſee a ſenſeleſs flirt, becauſe the creature 
happens to have a little pride that ſhe calls virtue about 
her, give herſelf all the inſolent airs of reſentment and 
diſdain to an honeſt fellow, that all the while does not 


care three pinches of ſnuff if ſhe and her virtue were to 


run with their laſt favours through the firſt regiment of 
Guards —— Ha! ha it puts me in mind ot an affair 
of mine, ſo impertinent 

L. Mor. O! that's impoſſible, my Lord pray let's 
hear it. 

L. Fop. Why I happen'd once to be very well in a cer- 
tain man of quality's family, and his wife lik'd me. 

L. Mor. How do you know the lik'd you? 

L. Fep. Why from the very moment I told her I lik'd 
her, ſhe never durſt truſt herſelf at the end of a room 
with me, 

L. Mor. That might be her not liking you. 

L. Fop. My Lord Women of quality don't 
uſe to ſpeak [ie thing plain But to ſatisfy you 1 
did not want encourag-ment, I never came there in my 
life, but ſhe did immediately ſmile, and borrow my 
ſnuff- box. | 

L. Mor. She lik'd your ſnuff at leaſt Well, but 
how did ſhe uſe you ? 

L. Fop. By all that's infamous, ſhe jilted me. 

L. Mer. How! Jilt you? 

L. Fp. Ay, death's fa ſhe jilted me, 


L. Mor. Pray let's hear. oh 
L. Fop. For when I was pretty well convinc'd ſhe had 
a mind to me, I one day made her a hint of an appoint- 
ment: upon which, with an inſolent frown in her face FI 
(that made her look as ugly as the devil) ſhe told me, 
that if ever I came thither again, her Lord ſhould know 


$ 44 


ever hear of ſuch a !lut? 
Sir Char. Intolerable! 


L. Mor. pet how did her anſwer agree with you ? [ } 


L. Fep. O, paſſionately well! for 1 ſtar'd ful in her 


face, and burſt out a-laughing; z at which ſhe turn'd upon A 


that ſhe had forbidden me the houſe before: — Did you 1 
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her heel, and gave a crack with her fan like a coach- 


whip, and bridled out of the room with the air and com- 
plexion of an incens'd turkey- cock. 8 

i A Servant whiſjers Sir Charles. 

L. Mor. What did you then? | | 

L. Fop. I——look'd after, gap'd, threw up the ſaſh, 
and fell a ſinging out of the window, So that you ſee, 
my Lord, while a man 1s not in love, there's no great 
affliction in miſſing one's way to a woman. 

Sir Char. Ay, ay, you talk this very well, my Lord; 
but now let's ſee how you daregbehave yourſelf upon ac- 
tion Dinner's ſerv'd, and the Ladies ſtay for us 
There's one within has been too hard for as briſk 


a man as yourſelf, 


L. Mor. I gueſs who you mean Have a care, my 
Lord, ſhe'll prove your courage for you. 

L. Fop. Will ſhe! then ſhe's an undone creature. 
For let me tell you, Gentlemen, courage is the whole 
myſtery of making love, and of more uſe than conduct 
is in war; for the braveſt fellow in Europe may beat his 
1 out againſt the ſtubborn walls of a town 

ut 


omen born to be controul'd, 


Stoop to the forward and the bold. [Exeunt. 


A: 0 III. 
The SCE N E. continues. 


Enter Lord Morelove and Sir Charles. 


L. Mor. 8 did not I bear up bravely ? 
1 Sir Char. Admirably ! With the beſt-bred 
inſolence in nature, you inſulted like a woman of qua- 


lity when her country-bred huſband's jealous of her in the 
wrong place, — 
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L. Mor. Ha! ha! Did you obſerve, when I firſt 


came into the room, how careleſly ſhe bruſh'd her eyes 


over me, and when the company ſaluted me, ſtood all 


the while with her face to the window? Ha! ha! 


Sir Char. What aſtoniſh'd airs ſhe gave herſelf, when 
you aſk'd her, what made her ſo grave upon her old 
friends? 

L. Mor. And whenever I offer'd any thing in talk, 
what affected care ſhe took to direct her obſervations of 
it to a third perſon ? 2 

Sir Char. I obſery'd ſhe did not eat above the rump 
of a pigeon all dinner-time. | 

L. Mor. And how ſhe colour'd, when I told her, her 
Ladyſhip had loſt her ſtomach ? 

Sir Char. If you keep your temper, ſhe's undone. 

L. Mor. Provided ſhe ſticks to her pride, I believe I 
may. | 

915 Char. Ah! never fear her; I warrant, in the hu- 
mour ſhe is in, ſhe would as ſoon part with her ſenſe of 
feeling. 

L. Mor. Well! what's to be done next? 

Sir Char. Only obſerve her motions; for by her be- 
haviour at dinner, I am ſure ſhe deſigns to gall you with 
my Lord Foppington if fo, you muſt ſtand her fire, and 
then play my Lady Graweairs upon her, whom I'll im- 

mediately pique and prepare for your purpoſe. *  -—» 

IL. Mor. I underſtand you-— the propereſt woman 

in the world too, for ſhe*ll certainly encourage the leaſt 
offer fiom me, in hopes of revenging her {lights upon 

on. | , 

: Sir Char. Right; and the very encouragement ſhe 
gives you, at the ſame time will give me a pretence to 
widen the breach of my quarrel to her. 

L. Mor. Beſides, Charles, I own Jam fond of any at- 


tempt that will forward a miſunderſtanding there, for 


your Lady's ſake : a woman fo truly good in her nature, 
ought to have ſomethin, more from a man, than bare 


occaſions to prove her goodneſs. 
Sir Char. Why then, upon honour, my Lord, to give 


you proof that | am poſitively the bett huſband in the 


world, my Wife — nc ver yet found me out. 
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L. Mor. That may be her being the beſt wiſe in the 
world; ſhe, may be, won't find you out. | 

Sir Char. Nay, if ſhe won't tell a man of his fauits 
when ſhe ſees em, how the duce ſhould he mend em? 
But however, you ſee I am going to leave *em off as faſt 
as I can. 8 | F 

L. Mor. Being tir'd of a woman is indeed a pretty 
tolerable aſſurance of a man's not deſigning to fool on 
with her Here ſhe comes, and if I don't miſtake, 
brimful of reproaches——Y ou can't take her in a better 
time — Ill leave you. 


Enter Lady Graveairs. 


Your Ladyſhip's moſt humble ſervant ! Is the company 
broke up, pray? - 3 

L. Grav. No, my Lord, they are juſt talking of Baſ- 
fet; my Lord Foppington has a mind to tally, 1f your 
Lordſhip would encourage the table, 

L. Mor. O madam; with all my heart ! But Sir Charles, 
I know, is hard to be got to it; I'Il leave your Lady- 
hip to prevail with him. [Exit L. Morelove. 

[ Sir Charles and Lady Graveairs /alute coldly, and trifle 

Jome time before they ſpeak. 

: L. Grav. Sir Charles, I ſent you a note this morn- 
ing. 

Sir Char, Yes, madam; but there were ſome paſſages 
I did not expect from your Ladyſhip; you ſeem'd to tax 
me with thiags that 
L. Grau. Look you, Sir, *tis not at all material, 
whether I tax'd you with any thing or no: I don't 
in the leaſt defire to hear you clear yourſelf ; upon 
my word, you may be very eaſy as to that matter ; for 
my part, I am. mighty well ſatisfy'd things are as they 
are ; all I have to fay to you is, that you need not 
give yourſelf the trouble to call at my lodgings this af- 
ternoon, if you ſhould have time, as you were pleas'd 
to ſend me word, — and fo your ſervant, Sir, that's 
—— [ Going. 
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Sir Char. Hold, madam. | „ 
L. Grav. Look you, Sir Charles, *tis not your calling 
me back, that will fignify any thing, I can aſſure you. 
Sir Char. Why this extraordinary haſte, madam ? 
L.. Grav. In ſhort, Sir Charles, I have taken a great 
many things from you of late, that you know I have 
often told you 1 would. poſitively bear no longer : 
But I fee things are in vain, and the more people ſtrive 
to oblige people, the. leis they are thank'd for't : and 
ſince there muſt. be an end of one's ridiculouſneſs one 
time or other, I don't ſee any time ſo proper as the 
preſent, and therefore, Sir, I deſire you'd think of 
things accordingly Your ſervant 
| | [ Going, he holds her. 
Sir Char. Nay, madam, let's ftart fair, however; you 
ought. at leaſt to ſtay till Lm as ready as your Ladyſhip; 
and then — if we muſt part | 
Adieu, ye filent grots, and ſhady groves 
Ye ſoft. amuſements of our growing loves 
Adieu, ye whiſper'd ſighs that fann'd the fire, 
And all the thrilling joys of young deſire. 
L. Graw. O mighty well, fir! I am very glad we are 
at laſt come to a right underſtanding, the only way I a 
iN have long wiſh'd for; not but I'd have. you. to know, L 
i | ſee your defign through all your painted eaſe of refigna= . 1 
7 tion: I know you'd give your ſoul to make me unea j, 
Now. . of 
Sir Char. O fy, madam ! upon my word, Iwould not 5 
make you uneaſy, if it were in my power. | 
L. Grav. O dear Sir, you need not take ſuch care, 
upon my word; you'll find 1 can part with you without 
the leaſt diſorder I'll try at leaſt, and ſo once more, 
and for ever, Sir, your ſervant : not but you mutt give 
me leave to tell you, as my laſt thought of you too, that 
I do think ou are a villain 
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[ Exit haſtily. 


Sir Char. O your very humble ſervant, madam—— 
| [ Boxwing . low. 
What a charming quality is a woman's pride, that's 
ſtrong, enough to refuſe a man her favours, when he's 
weary of em— Ah [Lady Gravealrs returns. 
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L. Grav. Look you, Sir Charles don't preſume 
upon the eaſineſs of my temper ; for to convince you that 


I am poſitively in earneſt in this matter, I defire you 


would let me have what letters you have had of mine, 


ſince you came to Wind/or, and I expect you'll return 
the reſt, as I will yours, as ſoon as we come to London. 


Sir Char. Upon my faith, madam, I never kept any; 


1 I always put ſnuff in 'em, and ſo they wear out. 
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leave now, after all, to aſk you 
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L. Grav. Sir Charles, I muſt have 'em, for poſitively 


I Won't ſtir without 'em. 


Sir Char. Ha ! then I muſt be civil, I ſee. [ AAde. 


Perhaps, madam, I have no mind to part with em 


or you. 
L. Grav. Look you, fir, all thoſe ſort of things are 


in vain, now there's an end of every thing between us 


If you ſay you won't give 'em, I muſt e'en get em 

as well as I can. va ; 
Sir Char. Hah ! that won't do then, Ifind. _ [{fde. 
L. Grav. Who's there? Mrs: Eaging—Your keeping 


aletter, fir, won't keep me, Ill aflure you. 


Enter Edging. 


Eg. Did your Ladyſhip call me, madam ? | 
L. Grav. Ay, child, pray do me the fayour to fetch 


my ſcarf out of the dining- room. 


Eag. Ves, madam | 
Sir Char, O! then there's hopes again. [ the. 
Eag. Ha! ſhe looks as if my maſter had quarrell'd with 


I her; I hope ſhe's gone away in a huff —— ſhe ſhan't ſtay 
for her ſcarf, I warrant her This is pure. 


[ Afide, Exit ſmiling. 
L. Grav. Pray, Sir Charles, before I go, give me 
why you have us'd 


me thus ? 


Sir Char. What is it you call uſage, madam ? 
L. Grav. Why then, fince you will have it, how 


comes it you have been ſo groſsly careleſs and neglectful 


of me of late? Only tell me ſeriouſly wherein I have de- 
fery'd this. | ; | 
Sir Char, Why then, ſeriouſly, madam— 
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Re-enter Edging with a ſcarf. 


We are interrupted | 
 Eaeg. Here's your Ladyſhip's ſcarf, madam. 

L. Grav. Thank you, Mrs. Edging. O la! pray 
will you let ſomebody get me a chair to the door. 


ſhe had been in ſuch haſle to go 
L. Grav. Now, fir. 

Sir Char. Then feriouſly, I ſay, I am of late grown ſo 
very lazy in my pleaſures; that I had rather loſe a woman 
than go through the plague and trouble of having or 
keeping her; and to be free, I have found ſo much even 
in my acquaintance with you, whom I confeſs to be a 
miſtreſs in the art of pleaſing, that I am from hence- 
forth reſolv'd to follow no pleaſure that riſes above the 
depree of amuſement—— and that woman that expects 
I fhould make her my buſineſs, why — like my buſi- 
neſs — is then in a fair way of being forgot: When once 
ſhe comes to reproach me with vows, and uſage, and 


| Exit. 


- 


man that won't be obedient. 
L. Grav. I'll ſwear, fir, you have a very free way of 
treating people; I am glad I am fo well acquainted with 
ur principles, however 
obedient ? h 
Sir Char, Why not? My wife's ſo, and I think ſhe 
has as much pretence to be proud as your La1yſhip. 
L. Graw. d ! is there no chair to be had, I won» 


der ? 


Enter Edging. 


Eag. Here's a chair, madam. 
L. Grau. Tis very well, Mrs. Edging : pray, will you 
let ſomebody get me a glaſs of fair water, 


Edg. Hum! ſhe might have told me that before, if 


and you'd have me 
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ſtuff——1 had as lief hear her talk of bills, bonds, and 
ejectments; her paſſion becomes as troubleſome as a 
law-ſuit, and I would as ſoon converſe with my Solici- 
tor In ſhort, I ſhall never care fix-pence for any wo- 
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Zag. Hum! her huff's almoſt over, I ſuppoſe —I 
ſee he's a villain fill. | [ Exit. 
L. Grav. Well! that was the prettieſt fancy about 


* obedience, ſure, that ever was! Certainly a woman of 


condition muſt be infinitely happy under the dominion 
of ſo generous a lover! But how came you to forget 


kicking and whipping all this while ? Methinks you 


mould not have left ſo faſhionable an article out of your 


1- = 


you l 


ſcheme of government. 


Sir Char. Um! No, there is too much trouble in 


0 that; though I have known 'em of admirable uſe in the 
1 7 reformation of ſome humourſome gentlewomen. 

r I. Grav, Bit one thing more, and I have done 
n 4 Pray what degree of ſpirit muſt the Lady have, that is 
x to make herſelf happy under ſo much freedom, order 
= and tranquillity ? 

e Sir Char. O! ſhe muſt at leaſt have as much ſpirit 
is > as your Ladyſhip, or ſhe'd give me no pleaſure in break- 
i- ing it. — FR 

& ; Grav. No; that wou'd be troubleſome You 
d had better take one that's broken to your hand.. 
d tere are ſuth ſouls to be hir'd, I believe; Things that 
a will rub your temples in an evening 'till you fall faſt 


aſleep in their laps ; Creatures too that think their 


wages their reward: I fancy, at laſt, that will be the 


beſt method for the lazy paſſion of a matry'd man, that 
has outliv'd hie any other ſenſe of gratification. | 
Sir Char, Lock you, madam, ——-I have lov'd you 
very well a great while ; now you wou'd have me love 
you better and longer, which is not in my power to do; 


and I don't think there's a plague upon earth like a dun 


that comes for more money than one's ever likely to be 
= able to pay. 


L. Grav. A dun! do you take me for a dun, fir? do 
I come a dunning to you? | Walks in a heat. 
Sir Char, Hiſt! don't expoſe yourſelf =— here's com- 


© pany: . 


L. Grav. I care not A dun ! You ſhall ſee, fir, 1 
can revenge an affront, tho” I deſpiſe the wretch that 
offers it——A dun! Oh! I cou'd die with laughing at 
the fancy, N [Exit, 


— — ——— > ——_ 
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Sir Char. So! ſhe's in admirable order — Here comes 


my Lord, and I'm afraid in the very nick of his occaſion 
for her. | 


Enter Lord Morelove. 
5 Mor. OC FER ! Undone again! all's loſt and ruin'd. 


Sir Char. What's the matter now? 

L. Mor. I have been playing the fool yonder even to 
contempt; my ſenſeleſs jealouſy has confeſs'd a weak- 
nels I never ſhall forgive myſelf She has inſulted: 
on it to that degree tos I can't bear the thought 
ww) Charles! this devil ſtill is miſtreſs of my heart, 


and I cou'd daſh my brains to think how grolly too L 


have let ber know it. 


Sir Char. Ah ! how it would tickle her if ſhe ſaw you. 


in this condition: Ha! ha! ha! 
L. Mor. Pr'ythee don't. torture me: think of fome 


| preſent eaſe, or I ſhall burſt ——— 


Sir Char. Well, well, let's hear, pray—wbat has 


ſhe done to you? Ha! hal 


L. Mor. Why, ever fince [ left you, ſhe treated me 
with ſo much coolneſs and ill-nature, and that Thing of 
a Lord with ſo much laughing eaſe, ſuch an acquainted, 
ſuch a ſpiteful familiarity, that at the laſt ſhe law and 
triumph'd in my uneaſfineſs. 

: Sir Char. Well! and ſo you left the room in a pet? 
3 
L. Mor. O worſe, worſe fill !. for at laſt, BA half 


| ſhame and anger in my looks, I thruſt myſelf between 


my Lord and her, preſs'd her by the hand, and ina 
whiſper trembling, begg'd ber in pity of herſelf and me 
to ſhew her good-humour only where ſhe knew it was 
truly valu'd ; at which ſhe broke from me with a cold 


ſmile, fat her down by the Peer, whiſper'd him, and 


burſt into a loud laughter in my face, 
Sir Char, Ha ! ha! then would I have given fifty und 
to have ſeen your face: why, what, in the name of oo. 
mon ſenſe, had you to do with humility ? Will you 
never have enough on't ? Death! 'twas ſetting a light- 
ed match to 9 to blow yourlelt up. 


4 
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L. Mor. I ſee my folly now, Charles but what ſhall 
Ido with the remains of life that ſhe has left me? 

Sir Char. O, throw it at her feet by all means, put on 
your Tragedy-face, catch faſt hold of her petcicoat, whip 
out your handkerchief, and in point blank verſe deſire 
her one way or other to make an end of the buſineſs. 
| | [1n a whining tone. 

L. Mor. What a fool doſt thou make me?? a 
Sir Char. I only ſhew you, as you come out of he 
hands, my Lord. 

I. Mor. How contemptibly have I behay'd myſelf? 
Sir Char. That's according as you bear her behaviour. 
I.. Mer. Bear it! no: I thank you, Charles thou 
= haſt wak'd me now; and if I bear it —— What have you 
done with my Lady Grawearrs ? 3 , 
Sir Char. Your buſineſs, I believe She's ready for 
you, ſhe's juſt gone down ſtairs, and if you don't make 
> waſte after her, I expect her back again with a knife or 
a2 piſtol, preſently. n 

L. Mer. Pll go this minute. 
= ur Char, No, ſtay a little, here comes my Lord. 
Wie'll ſee what we can get out of him firſt. 

I. Mor. Methinks I now could laugh at her. 


- 


ft Enter Lord Foppington. 


1 2 
1 


vw L. Fop. Nay, pr'ythee, Sir Charles, let's have a little 
of thee—-We have been ſo chagrin without thee, that, 
ſtop my breath, the ladies are gone half aſleep to church 
for want of thy company. | | 

= vir Char. 'l hat's hard indeed, while your Lordſhip 
was among 'em: is Lady Betty gone too ? | 
L. Fop. She was juſt upon the wing But I caught 
ih her by the ſnuff- box, and ſhe pretends to ſtay to ſee if 
I'll give it her again, or no! | I 
I. Mor. Death! 'tis that I gave her, and the only 
ET preſent ſhe ever would receive from me Aſk him how 
M8 he came by it. [Aide to Sir Charles. 
Sir Char. Pr'ythee don't be uneaſy Did ſhe give 
= + you, my Lord? | 4 


* 


r 


L.. Bet. Il promiſe nothing at all, for 
will have it. 
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L. Fop. Faith, Charles, I car.'t ſay ſhe did, or ſhe did 


not, but we were playing the fool, and I took it—4 Ja 
———Pſhah! I can't tell thee in French neither, but 
Horace touches it to a nicety 
mals pertinaci. 


"twas pignus direptum 
L. Mor. So! but I muſt bear it If your Lordſhip 


has a mind to the box, Ill ſtand by you in the keeping 
of it. 


L. Fop. My Lord, I am paſſionately oblig'd to you, 


but I am afraid | cannot anſwer your hazarding fo much 
of the Lady's favour. 


L. Mor. Not at all, my Lord: 


. Fop. That's a bite, I am ſure——he'd give a joint 


of his little finger to be as well with her as I am. IAſide. 
But here ſhe comes! Charles, ſtand by me—Muſt not a 
man be a vain coxcomb now, to think this creature fol- 
low'd one? | | 


Sir Char. Nothing ſo plain, my Lord. 
L. Fop. Flattering devil! 


Enter Lady Betty. 


L. Bet. Pſhah l my Lord Foppington! Pr'ythee don't 
play the fool now, but give me my ſnuff-box Sir 


Charles, help me to take it from him. 


Sir Char. You know I hate trouble, madam. 


L. Ber. Pooh | You'll make me ſtay *till prayers ax 
half over now. | | 0 << 
I. Fep. If you'll promiſe me not to go to church, II 


give it you. 


tively 1 A F 
[Struggling with him. 


| tis poſlible I may 
not have the ſame regard to her frown that your Lord- 
ar has. 
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Well —if you'll let me have it, l'Il give you a better. 


L. Mor. O Charles! that has a view of diſtant kind- 4 it 
| Ade to Sir Charles. e 


neſs in it. 


2 


L. Fop. Then comparatively I won't part with it, ha! 
| | [Struggles with her. 
L. Bet. O you devil! you have kill'd my arm! Oh ' 
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4 Ss L. Fop. Nay, now I keep it ſuperlatively -I find 


there's a ſecret value in it. 


| IL. Bet. O diſmal! upon my word, I am only aſham'd 
do give it you: do you think I would offer ſuch an 


= odious fancy'd thing to any body I had the leaſt value 

) | 7 for ? | i. 

| * Sir Char, Now it comes a little nearer, methinks it 
does not ſeem to be any kindneſs at all. | 

1 1 [Alde to Lord Morelove. 

h I.. Fop. Why, really, madam, y__ ſecond view, it 
has not extremely the mode of a Lady's utenſil : are you 

y ſiure it never held any thing but ſnuff! | 

- I. Bet. O! you monſter! 

L. Fop. Nay, I only aſk, becauſe it ſeems to me to 
at have very much the air and fancy of Monſieur Sneak - 
J = er/ot's tobacco-box. 
2a L. Mor. I can bear no more. "MK 
l = Sir Char. Why, don't then; Ill ſtep into the compa- 

ny, and return to your relief immediately. Krit. 
I.. Mor. [Zo L. Bet.] Come, madam, will your Lady- 
hip give me leave to end the difference? Since 
the ſlightneſs of the thing may let you beſtow it with- 
9 2 any mark of favour, ſhall I beg it of your Lady- 
= Ip | 
n't XR L. Bet. O my Lord, nobody ſooner——1 beg you 
Sir. will give it my Lord. 

= [Looking earneſtly on L. Fop. æubo ſmiling gives it ts 

4 L. Mor. and then bows gravely to her. | 
are L. Mor. Only to have the honour of reſtoring it to 

f 


our Lordſhip ; and if there be any other trifle of mine, 
XX your Lordſhip has a fancy to, tho” it were a miſtreſs, I 
don't know any perſon in the world who has ſo good a 
ly 1 RR claim to my reſignation. s | 
him L. Fop. O my Lord, this generolity will diſtract 
ha! me. 
ber. L. Mor. My Lord, I do you but common juſtice: but 
Oh | from your converſation, I had never known the true 
r. value of the ſex. You poſitively underſtand em the beſt 
ind of any man breathing, therefore I think every one of 
rl. common prudence ought to reſign to you. 

L. Fop. Then poktively your Lordſhip's the moſt 
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obliging perſon in the world, for I'm ſure your judg- 7 
ment can never like any woman that is not the fineſt 
creature in the univerſe. 1 
[ Bowing to L. Betty. 
L. Mor. O] your Lordſhip does me too much honourf; 
T have the worſt judgment in the world; no man has 
been more deceiv'd in it. 
L. Fap. Then your Lordſhip, I preſume, has been 
apt to chuſe in a maſk, or by candle light. 5 
L. Mor. In a maſk, indeed, my Lord, and of all 
maſks the moſt dangerous. 7 » 
L. Fop. Pray what's that, my Lord? | 
L. Mor. A bare face. | 
L. Fep. Your Lordſhip will pardon me, if I don't fo 
readily comprehend how a woman's bare face can hide 
her mee. | AY 
L. Mor. It often hides her heart, my Lord, and there 
fore I think it ſometimes a more dangerous maſk than a 
piece of velvet: that's rather a mark than a diſguiſe of 
an ill woman: but the miſchiefs ſkulking behind a 
beauteous form, give no warning; they are always ſure, 
fatal, and innumerable. A 
L. Be“. O barbarous aſperſion! My Lord Foppingten, 
have you nothing to ſay for the poor women ? MF 
L. Fop. I mult confeſs, madam, nothing of this na- 
ture ever happen'd in my courſe of amours : I always #8 
1 judge the beauteous form of a woman to be the moſt 
4. agreeable part of her compoſition, and when once a 1 
i Lady does me the honour to toſs that into my arms, 1 ut 
[81 think myſelf obliged in good-nature, not to quarrel 8 
| WP about the reft of her equipage. "* 
L. Bet. Why ay, my Lord, there's ſome good-hu- 
we! mour in that now. | | "8 
L. Mor. He's happy in a plain, Engliſb ſtomach, ma- 
dam. I could recommend a diſh that's perfectly to 
0 j your Lordſhip's guſt, where beauty is the only ſauce to 
| L. Bet. So! 3 N 
il L. Fop. My Lord, when my wine's right, I never care 1 28 
0 it ſhould be zeſted. 1 = 
| 


%Y 
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I. Mor. I know ſome ladies would thank you for that 
opinion. 
I.. Bet. My Lord Morelove's really grown ſuch a churl 
to the women, I don't only think he is not, but can't 
E conceive how he ever, could be in love. 


1. Mor. Upon my word, ſagem, E once thought I. 
» Was. [ Smiling. 
1. Ber. Fy! fy! how could you think ſo? 1 fancy 
1 ow you had only a mind to domineer over {ſome poor 
1 creature, and ſo you thought you were in love; ha! ha! 


| 1 L. Mor. The Lady I lov'd, madam, grew ſo unfor- 
tunate in her conduct, that ſhe at laſt brought me to treat 
: er with the ſame indifference and civility as I now pay 


ſo Pour Ladyſhip. 
de 3B L. Bet. And ten to one, juſt at that time ſhe never 
hought you ſuch tolerable company. 
e. IL. Mor. That I can't ſay, madam ; for at that time 
\ 2 Me grew ſo affected, there was no judging of her thoughts 
of At all. [ Mimicking her. 
a L. Ber. What, and ſo you left the poor lady! O you 
re, F creature ! 
L. Mir. No, madam, to have lov'd her on had been 
ten, 3 | Sc onlt uncy ; for ſhe Was never two hours together the 
2 me woman. L. Bet. and L. Mor. ſeem to talt., 
na- L. Fop. LAſide.] Ha! ha! ha! I fee he has a mind to 
„ays = uſe her; ſo Il e'en give him an opportunity of do- 


not ns his buſineſs with her at once for ever—— My Lord, 

ce 2 perceive your Lordſhip's going to be good company to 
e lady, and for her ſake I don't think it good manners 

me to diſturb you 


of Enter Sir Charles. 


ir Char. My Lord F of ping ton ! | 
W be Fop. O Charles! I was juſt wanting thee— Hark 
A I have three thouſand ſecrets for thee I have 
4 * ſuch diſcoveries! To tell thee all in one word -— 
relowe's as jealous of me as the devil; heh ! heh ! heh! 
. 1 Is't poſſible? has the given him any occa- 
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thou ſhalt fee ſhe won't ftir out of her way for him. 


ver'd his common ſenſes. 


_ pleaſure of making your miſtreſs afraid of you. 
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L. Fop. Only rally'd him to death upon my account: 


me told me within, juſt now, ſhe'd uſe him like a dog; 
and begg'd me to draw off for an opportunity. 


Sir Char. O! keep in while the ſcent lics, and fhe's 43 


your own, my Lord, 


L. Fep. I can't tell that, Charles, but I'm ſure ſhe's 
Fairly unharbour'd, and when once I throw off my in- 
clinations, { uſually follow em *till the game has enough 
on't; and between thee and I ſhe's pretty well blown 
too, ſhe can't ſtand long, I believe; for, curſe catch me, 
if I have not rid down half a thouſand pound after her 
already. 
Sir Char, What do you mean ? | 
L. Fop. I have loſt five hundred to her at piquet ſince 


1 Sas Ris Bay 
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dinner. : 2 
Sir Char. You are a fortunate man, faith; you are 
reſolv'd not to be thrown out, I ſee. IF 
L. Fop. Hang it! What ſhould a man come out for, 
af he does not keep up the ſport ? 7 


Sir Char. Well puſh'd, my Lord. 


L. Fop. Tayo ! have at her | 

Sir Char, Down ! down! my Lord——ah——ware X# 
hanches. ES, ht 

L. Fop. Ah! Charles, [ Embracing him] Pr'ythee let's 
ebſerve a little; there's a fooliſh cur, now I have run : 


her to a ſtand, has a mind to be at her by himſelf, and 


[They ftand afide. 
L. Mor. Ha! ha! Your Ladyſhip's very grave of a 
Sudden ; you look as if your lover had inſolently reco- 


L. Ber. And your Lordſhip is w very gay, and unlike 
yourſelf, one wou'd ſwear you were jaſt come from ti 


L. Mor. No, faith, quite contrary—for, do you know, . 
madam, I have juſt found out, that upon your account 
I have made mylelf one of the moſt ridiculous puppies 
upon the face of the earth I have, upon my 4 $ 
faith! —nay, and ſo extravagantly fuch —— ha! I 2 
ha! ba! that it's at laſt become a jefl-even to myſclf ; Bp. 


1 
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and I can't help laughing at it for the ſoul of me; ha ! 
tha! ha! 
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L. Bet. Iwant to cure him of that laugh now. [Afde. 


My Lord, fince you are ſo generous, Pl] tel! you another 
lecret: do you know too, that I ſtill find (ſpite of all 
your great wiſdom, and my contemptible qualities, as 
ou are pleas'd now and then to call them), do you 
know, I ſay, that I ſee under all this, you ſtill love me 
with the ſame helpleſs paſſion; and can your vaſt fore- 
fight imagine I won't nſe you accordingly, for theſe ex- 
traordinary airs you are pleas'd to give yourſelf ? 


L. Mor. O by all means, madam, *tis fit you ſhould, 


and expect it, whenever it is in your power—— Con- 


„ uſion! [Alide. 
I. Bet. My Lord, you have talk'd to me this half 
re hour, without confeſüng pain. [Pauſes and affets to 
> XX 4/e.] Only remember it. 
I, L. Mor. Hell and tortures! 


. 


' * - 
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L. Bet. What did you ſay, my Lord? 


IL. Mor. Fire and furies ! 


* * L. Bet. Ha! ha! he's diſorder'd Now I am eaſy— 


ly Lord Foppingion, have you a mind to your revenge 


t piquet ? | | 
1. Fep. I have always a mind to an opportunity of 


run entertaining your Ladyihip, madam. 


and 8 [L. Bet. coguets with L. Fop. 


L. Mer. O Charls—the infolence of this woman 


of 4 


e- 2 YH 
Ty 5 


* 


2 3 night furniſh out a thouſand devils. 


Sir Char, And your temper is enough to furniſh out a 
ouſand ſuch women—Come away — I have buſineſs 


r you upon the terrace. 
\like WM 4 


| the © . 


L. Mor. Let me but ſpeak one word to her. 
Sir Char, Not a ſyllable — the tongue's a weapon 
u'll always have the worſt at: for I ſee you have no 


nov eard, and ſhe carries a deviliſh edge. 


U unt 1 I 
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a rail, you know the old conditions; tis but your 


Pics 
Don my 


L. Bet. My Lord, don't let any thing I've ſaid frighten 
du away; for if you have the leaſt inclination to Ray 


a . R | 1 
ing my pardon next day, and you may give your 
rſelt [ 8 Alion any liberty you think fit. * * 8 Y 
1 C 2 
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L. Mor. Daggers and death! 

Sir Char. Are you mad ? . | 
L. Mor. Let me ſpeak to her now, or I ſhall burſt — 

Sir Char. Upon condition you'll ſpeak no more of her 
to me, my Lord, do as you pleaſe. 

L. Mor. Pr'ythee pardon me—I know not what to do. 

Sir Char. Come along - I'll ſet you to work, I war- 
rant you Nay, nay, none of your parting ogles — 
Will you go? | 

L. Mer. Yes — and I hope for ever 
[ Exit Sir Char. falling away L. Mor. 

L. Fep. Ha! ha! ha! Did ever mortal monſter ſet up 
for a lover with ſuch unfortunate qualifications ? 

L. Bet. Indeed, my Lord Morelove has ſomething 
ſtrangely ſingular in his manner. D 

L. Fep. 1 thought I ſhould have burſt to ſee the crea- 
ture pretend to rally, and give himſelf the airs of one of 
us But, run me through, madam, your Ladyſhip 
puſh'd like a fencing-maſter ; the laſt thruſt was a coup 
ae grace, I believe Pm afraid his Honour will hard- 
ly meet your Ladyſhip in haſte again, 

L. Bet. Not unleſs his ſecond, Sir CHarles, keeps him 
better in practice, perhaps — Well, the humour of this 
creature has done me ſignal ſervice to- day; I muſt keep 
it up for fear of a ſecond engagement, [Afeae. 


L. Fop. Never was poor wit io foil'd at his own wea- 


pon ſure, - | 
L. Bet. Wit? Had he ever any pretence to it? 
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L. Fep. Ha! ha! he has not much in love, I think, 9 


though he wears the reputation of a very pretty young 
fellow among ſome ſort of people; but, ſtrike me ſtu- 


pid, if ever I could diſcover common ſenſe in all the 
progreſs of his amours : he expects a woman ſhould like 


him for endeavouring to .convince her, that ſhe has not Wl 
one good quality belonging to the whole compoſition of 


her ſoul and body. 


L. Bet, That, [ ſuppoſe, is only in a modeſt hope, $3 


that ſhe'll mend her faults, to qualify herſelf for his vaſt 


merit, ha! ha! 
L. Fop. Poor Morelove / I fee ſhe can't endure him. 


[4/ at, , 3 
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1 L. Bes. Or if one really had all thoſe faults, he does 
not conſider, that ſincerity in love is as much out of 
flaſhion as ſweet ſnuff; no body takes it now. 

» L. Fop. O! no mortal, madam, unleſs it be here and 
"XX there a ſquire, that's making his lawful court to the 
© cherry-check charms of my Lord Biſhop's great fat 
daughter in the country. 

I. Bet. O what a ſurfeiting couple has he put toge- 
ther [Throwing her hand carele/ly upon his. 
| L. Fop. Fond of me, by all that's tender Poor Fool, 
ll give thee eaſe immediately. [ Alide.] — But, madam, 
P vou were pleas'd juſt now to offer me my revenge at 

"X piquet——Now here's no body within, and I think we 

can't make uſe of a better opportunity. | 

I. Ze. O! no: not now, my Lord! II have a 

RE favour I would fain beg of you firſt. 

—<I L. F'p. But time, madam, is very precious in this 
place, and I ſhall not eafily forgive myſelf if I don't 
take him by the forelock. _ : 
1. 37. But I have a great ind io have a little more 
ſport with my Lord Morel. hrſt, and would fain beg 
your aſſiſtance. | 3 . 
= L. Fe. O! with all my heart; and, upon ſecond 
0 thoughts, I don't know but piquing a rival in public 

* RE may be as good ſport, as being well with a miſtreſs in 
private: for, after all, the pleaſure of a fine woman is 
like that of her virtue, not $0 much in the thing, as the 

5 reputation of having it. [4/de.]—Well, madam, but 
2% how can I ſerve you in this affair; 8 
75 L. Bet. Why, methought, as my Lord Morelove went 

1 out, he ſhew'd a ſtern reſentment in his look, that ſeem'd 
to threaten me with rebellion, and downright defiance : 


Od 8 


pe I now have a great fancy, that you and I ſhould follow 
| q ” 5 him to the terrace, and laugh at his reſolution before he 


has time to put it in practice. 
. IL. Fep. And fo puniſh his fault before he commits it! 
ope, ha! ha! ha! | 
. 3%. Nay, we won't give him time, if his courage 
ould fail, to repent it. | 
we B C 3 
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L. Fep. Ha! ha! ha! let me blood, if I don't long to 
be at it, ha! ha! | i. 


L. Bet. Ol will be ſuch diverſion to ſee him bite his 
lips, and broil within, only with ſeeing us ready to ſplit 7 
our ſides in laughing at nothing, ha! ha! 25 

L. Fop. Hat ha II ſee the creature does really like me. 
[{fde.} And, then, madam, to hear him hum a broken 
lece of a tune, in affectation of his not minding us — NM 

*twill be ſo fooliſh, when we know he loves us to death 
ail the while, ha! ha! | 

I.. Bet. And if at laſt his ſage month ſhould open in 
ſurly contradiction of our humour, then will we, in pure 
oppoſition to his, immediately fall foul upon every thing 
that is not gallant and faſhionable; conſtancy ſhall be 

the mark of age and uglineſs, virtue a jeſt ; we'll rally 2? 
diſcretion out of doors, lay gravity at our feet, and only 
love, free love, diſorder, liberty, and pleaſure, be our 
ſtancing principles. s 

L. Fep. Madam, you tranſport me: for if ever I was 
oblig'd to nature for any one tolerable qualification, 
*twas poſitively the talent of being exuberantly pleaſant 7 

upon this ſubject I am impatient — my fancy's 8 

gpon the wing already let's fiy to him. N 

L. Bet. No, no; ſtay till 1 am juſt got out, our go- 
1 won't be ſo proper. = 
. Fop. As your Ladyſhip pleaſes, madam — But when 
this affair is over, you won't forget that I have a certain 

revenge due. 5 . 1 
I. Bet. Ay! ay! after ſupper I am for you———Nay, ai 

you ſhan't ſtir a ſtep, my Lord 1 


[Seeing ber to the door. 
L. Fop Only to tell you, you have fix'd me yours to 
the laſt exiſtence of my ſoul's eternal entity wn 
I. Bet. O, your ſervant. [Exit 
L. Fop. Ha! ha! ſtark mad for me, by all that! 


handſome! Poor Moreloue ! That a fellow who has ever 


be taken as the Confederates do towns, by a regular 
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ſhewn him the ſureſt way is to whiſper the governor. 
How can a coxcomb give himſelf the fatigue of bon 
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mind one tittle of my play, give her every game 
| ſhe's half up, that ſhe may judge the ſtrength of my in- 
= clination by my haſte of loſing up to her price; then of 
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= Varding a woman's underſtanding, when he may with 


% much eaſe make a friend of her conſtitution !— 
III fee, if 1 can ſhew him a little French play with Lady 
Bery Let me ſee—Ay, I'll make an end of it the old 
way——get her into piquet at her own i. bs 

efore 


a ſudden, with a familiar leer, cry Rat piquet—ſweep 
counters, cards and money all upon the floor, & donc 
ZE affaire eſt faite. WS [ Exit. 


Aer OEMS: 
SCENE, The Caſtle Terrace. 
Buer Lady Betty, and Lady Eaſy. 


. ag. MTV Dear, you really talk to me as if I were 


your lover, and hot your friend; or elſe 


i4 lam fo dull, that by all you've ſaid I can't make the leat 


enough I don't remember I ever 


ne 3 gueſs at your real thoughts Can you be ſerious for 


a moment? 


L. Bet. Not eaſily : but I would do more to oblige 
you. 


L. Eaßß. Then pray deal ingenuouſly, and tell me, 


without reſerve, are you ſure you don't love my Lord 
Morelove ? | | 


L. Bet. Then ſeriouſly——T think not — But be- 
cauſe won't be poſitive, you ſhall judge by the worſt of 
my ſymptoms —— Firſt, I own I like his converſation, 
his perſon has neither fault nor 3 well 


ecretly wiſh'd 
myſelf married to him „ Or — that I ever ſeriouſly re- 
ſol d againſt it. 


L. Zah. Well, ſo far "ou are tolerably ſafe. 
4 
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But come——as to his manner of addreſſing you, what 
effect has that had? 

I. Ber. I am not a little pleas'd to obſerve few men 
follow a woman with the ſame fatigue and ſpirit that he 
does me 
ill; and if ever I have a favourable thought of him, tis 
when I ſee he can't bear that uſa 


e. 
L. Faß. Have a care, that laf is a dangerous ſymp- 


tom he pleaſes your pride, I find. 
L. Bet. Oh! perfectly: in that 
ever can come up to him. | | | 
L. Eaſy. But now, my dear! now comes the main 
_ point——Jealouſy ! Are you ſure you have never been 
touch'd with it? Tell me that with a ſafe conſcience, 
and then 1 pronounce you clear. ? 
L. Bet. Nay, then I defy him; for poſitively I was 


I own no mortal 


®. 


never jealous in my life, 


L. ah. How, madam ! Have you never been ſtirr'd 


enough, to think a woman ſtrangely forward for being 
a little familiar in talk with him ? Or are you ſure his 


gallantry to another never gave you. the leaſt diſorder ? 


Weie you never, upon no accident, in an apprehenſion 
of lofing him: | | 2.2! 

L. Bet. Ha! Why, madam — Bleſs me! — wh —wh— 
why, ſure you don't call this jealouſy, my dear ? 
L. Ea. Nay, nay, that is not the buſineſs Have 
you ever felt any thing of this nature, madam ? ; 
L. Bet. Lord ! don't be fo haſty, my dear ——any 
thing of this nature O Lud! I ſwear I don't like 
it: dear creature, bring me off here; for I am halt 
ghd out of my wits. 


is not over deep, I'm afraid. | 

L. Ber. Well, that's comfortably ſaid, however. 
L. Eaſy. But come to the point —how far have you 
been jealous ? 


L. Bet, Why—O bleſs me! He gave the muſic one 


night to my Lady Languiſi here upon the terrace: and 
(tho' ſhe and I were very good friends) I remember 1 
cou'd not ſpeak to her in a week for't—Oh! . 

IL. Eafy. Nay, now you may laugh if you can; for, 


am more pleas'd when he lets me uſe him 
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Eaſy. Nay, if you can't rally upon't, your wound 
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take my word, the marks are upon you But come — 
what elſe ? | 

L. Bet. O nothing elſe, upon my word, my dear! 

L. Eaſy. Well, one word more, and then I give ſen- 
tence z ſuppoſe you were heartily convinc'd that he ac- 
tually follow'd another woman ? f 

L. Bet. But, pray, my dear, what occaſion is chere to 
ſuppoſe any ſuch thing at all? N 

L. Zaß. Guilty, upon my honour, | 

L. Bet. Pſhah ! I defy him to ſay, that ever I own'd 
any inclination for him. ; | f 

L. Eaſy. No, but you have given him terrible leave 
to guels it. | 

L. Ber. If ever you ſee us meet again, you'll have but 
little reaſon to think ſo, I can aſſure you, 

L. Eaſy. That I ſhall ſee preſently ; for here comes 
Sir Charles, and I'm ſure my Lord can't be far off, 


Eurer Sir Charles, . 


Sir Char, Servant, Lady Beth; — my dear, how do 
you do? RE | 

L. Eaſy. At your ſervice, my dear 
what have you done with my Lord Morelowe ? 

L. Bet. Ay, Sir Charles, pray how does your pupil do? 
Have you any hopes of him ? Is he docible ? | 

Sir Char, Well, madam, to confeſs your triumph 
over me, as well as him, I own- my hopes of him are 
loſt. I offer'd what I cou'd to his inſtruction, but he's 
incorrigibly yours, and undone——and the news, I pre- 
ſame, does not diſpleaſe your Ladyſhip,  * 

L. Bet. Fy, fy, Sir Charles, you diſparage my friend ; 
I am afraid you don't take pains with him. 

Sir Char. Ha! I fancy, Lady Betty, your good-nature 
won't let you ſleep o' nights: don't you love dearly to 
hurt people? 

L. Ber. O! your ſervant; then without a jeſt, the 
man is ſo unfortunate in his want of patience, that let 
me Gie, if I don't often pity him, i 

Cs 


But pray 
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Sir Char. Ha! Strange goodneſs——O that I were 
your lover for a month or two ! 55 

L. Bet. What then! 

Sir Char, I wou'd make that pretty heart's blood of 
yours ach in a fortnight. 

L. Bet. Hugh I ſhould hate you, your aſſurance 
wou'd make your addreſs intolerable. . 
Sir Char. I believe it wou'd, for I'd never addreſs to 
you at all. 

L. Bet. O! you clown you! 
| [ Hitting him with her fan. 

Sir Car. Why, what todo? To feed adiſeas'd pride, 
that's eternally breaking out in the affectation of an il! 
nature that — in my conſcience I believe is but affec- 
tation. 

L. Bet. You nor your friend have no great reaſon 


io complain of my fondneſs, I believe. Ha ! ha! ha! 


Sir Char. [Looking earneflly en her.] Thou inſolent 
creature! How can you make a jeſt of a man, whoſe 
whole life's but one continu'd torment from your want of 
common gratitude ? 


L. Bet. Torment! For my part, [ really believe him 4 " 


as eaſy as you are. | 
Sir Char. Poor, intolerable affectation! You know the 
contrary, you know him blindly yours, you know your 
power, and the whole pleaſure of your life's the poor 
and low abuſe of it. | | 

L. Bet. Pray, how do I abuſe it=—if I have any 
power ? 

Sir Char, You drive him to extremes that make him 
mad, then puniſh him for acting againſt his reaſon : 
you've almoſt turn'd his brain, his common judgment 


fails him; he's now, at this very moment, driven by i 


kis deſpair upon a project, in hopes to free him from 
your power, that I am ſenſible, and ſo muſt any one be 


that has his ſenſe, of courſe muſt ruin him with you, * 
fer ever; lalmoſt bluſh to think of it, yet your unrea- 
ſonable diſdain has forc'd him to it; and ſhould he now 


ſa:pe& I offer d but a hint of ic to you, and in contempt 
ef his deſign, I know he'd call my life to anſwer it: 


dut I have no regard to men in madneſs, I rather 


| 
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chooſe for once to truſt in your good- nature, in e 
the man, whom your unwary beauty had made miſer- 
able, your generoſity wou'd ſcorn to make ridiculous. 

L. Bet. Sir Charles, you charge me very home; I ne- 
ver had it in my inclination to make any thing ridiculous 
that did not deſerve it. Pray what is this buſineſs you 
think ſo extravagant in him ? h 

Sir Char, Something ſo abſurdly raſh and bold, you'll 
hardly forgive ev'n me that tell it you. | 

L. Bet. O fy! If it be a fault, Sir Charles, I ſhall 
con ſider it as his, not yours. Pray what is it? 

L. Ea. I long to know, methinks. 

Sir Char. You may be ſure he did not want my diſ- 
ſuaſions from it. 

L. Bet. Let's hear it. 

Sir Char. Why this man, whom I have known to 
love you with ſuch exceſs of generous deſire, whom I 
have heard in his ecſtatic praiſes on your beauty talk, 


8 till from the ſoft heat of his diſtilling thoughts ti» tears 


have fall'n 


L. Bet. O! Sir Charle——— F Bluſhing. 

Sir Char, Nay, grudge not, ſince *tis paſt, to hear 
what was (tho' you contemn'd it) once his merit: but. 
now Ion that merit ought to be forgotten, 

L. Bet. Pray, Sir, be plain. 

Sir Char. This man, I fay, whoſe unhappy paſſion 


4 has ſo ill ſucceeded with you, at laſt has forfeited all his 


hopes (into which, pardon me, I confeſs my friendſhip 

had lately flatter'd him) his hopes of even deſerving. 

now your loweſt pity or regard. 

I. Bet. You amaze me For I can't ſuppoſe his ut- 

molt malice dares aſſault my reputation — and what 
Sir Char. No; but he maliciouſſy preſumes the world 


will do it for him; and indeed he has taken no unlikely 


means to make 'em buſy with their tongues : for he is 


mis moment upon the open terrace, in the higheſt pub 


Ne gallantry with my Lady Graweairs. And to con- 
vince the world and me, he faid he was not that tame 
lover ve fanciea him, he'd venture to- give her the matic 
to-night; Nay, I heard 2 before my fade, ſpeak 

6 l 
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to one of the hautboys to engage the reſt, and deſired 
they would all take their directions only from my Lady 
Graveairs. 
L. Bet. My Lady Graveairs ! Truly I think my Lord's 
very much in the right on't—— for my part, Sir Charles, 
I don't ſee any thing in this that's ſo very ridiculous, 
nor indeed that ought to make me think either the better 
or worſe of him for't. | 715 
Sir Char. Pſhah! Pſhah ! Madam, you and I know 
*1is not in his power to renounce you; this is but the 
poor diſguiſe of a xeſenting paſſion vainly ruffled to a 
form, which the leaſt gentle look from you can recon. 
Cile at will, and laugh into a calm again. 


L. Bet. Indeed, Sir Charles, 1 ſhan't give myſelf that 


trouble, I believe. | 3 
Sir Char. So | told him, madam : Are not all your 
complaints, ſaid I, already owing to her pride, and car 
you ſuppoſe this public defiance of it (which you know 
you can't make good too) won't incenſe her more againſt 
you ?——— That's what I'd have, ſaid he, ſtarting 
wildly, I care not what becomes of me, ſo 1 but live to 
ſee her piqued at it. 
IL. Set. Upon my word, I fancy my Lord will find. 
himſelf miſtaken 1 ſhan't be piqued, I believe——-I 
mult firſt have a value for the thing I loſe, before it 
piques me: piqued ! Ha! ha! hal [ Di/erder'd. 
Sir Char. Madam, you've ſaid the very thing 1 urg'd 
to him; I know her temper ſo well, ſaid I, that tho? 
ſhe doated on you, if you once ſtood out againſt her, 
ſhe'd ſooner burſt than ſhew the leaſt motion of unea- 
ſineſs. ö : | 
L. Bet. I can aſſure you, Sir Charles, my Lord won't 
find himſelf deceiy'd in your opinion——Piqued ! 
Sir Char. She has it. IlAlae. 
L. Eafj. Alas! poor woman! how little do our paſ- 
fions make us? | | 
L. Bet. Not but I wou'd adviſe him to have a little 
regard to my reputation in this buſineſs: I wou'd have 
him take heed of publicly affronting me. . 
» Sir Char. Right, madam, that's what | ſtriftly warn'd 
him of: for among friends, whenever the world ſees 


* 


+ 


- 
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him follow another woman, the malicious tea-tables will 


be very apt to be free with your I. adyſhip. 

L. Bet. I'd have him conſider that, methinks. 

Sir Char. But alas! madam, ?tis not in his power to 
think with reaſon, his mad reſentment has deſtroy'd 
ev'n his principles of common honeſty : he conſiders 
nothing but a ſenſeleſs proud revenge, which in his: fit 


of lunacy tis impoſſible that either threats or danger can 


diſſuade him from. PY 
L. Bet, What! does he defy me, threaten me]! then 


he ſhall ſee, that J have paſſions too, and know, as well 


as be, to ſtir my heart againſt any pride that dares in- 
ſult me. Does he ſuppoſe I fear him? Fear the little 
malice of a {lighted paſſion, that my own ſcorn has ſtung 
into a deſpiſed reſentment! Fear him! O! it provokes 
me to think he dare have ſuch a thought! | 

L. Ea. Dear creature, don't diforder yourſelf ſo. 

L. Bet. Let me but live to ſee him once more within 
my power, and PI forgive the reſt of fortune. 

L. Zay. Well! certainly [am very ill-natur'd ; for 
tho? I ſee this news has diſturb'd my friend, I can't 
help being pleas'd with any hope of my Lady Graweairs 
being otherwiſe difpoſed of. | 4/ide.] My dear, I am afraid 
you have provok'd her a little too far. 

Sir Char. Oh! not at all—You ſhall ſee— Ill ſweeten 
her, and ſhe'll cool like a diſh of tea. 

L. Bet. I may ſee him with his complaining face 
again, 

Sir Char. I am ſorry, madam, you ſo wrongly 
judge of what Pve told you; I was in hopes to have 
ſtirr'd your pity, not your anger: I little thought your 
generohty wou'd puniſh him for faults, which you 
yourſelf reſolv'd ne ſhould commit Vonder he comes, 


and all the world with him: might 1 adviſe you, ma- 


dam, you ſhou'd not reſent the thing at all I wou' d 


not ſo much as ſtay to ſee him in his fault; nay, I'd 
be the laſt that heard of it: nothing can ſting him 
1 8 or ſo juſtly puniſh his folly, as your utter negle& 
Of it. | WN 


L. E2/5, Come, dear creature, be perſuaded, and go 
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home with me ; indeed it will ſhew more indifference, to 
avoid him. | 
L. Bet. No, madam, I'll oblige his vanity for once, 
and ſtay to let him fee how ftrangely he has piqued me. 
Sir Char. ¶Aſide.] O not at all to ſpeak of; you had 
as good part with a little of that pride of yours, or [ ſhall 
yet make it a very troubleſome companion to you. 
[ Goes from them, and whiſpers Lord Morelove, 


Enter Lord Foppington ; a little after, Lord Morelove : 
Lady Graveairs, and other Ladies. 


L. Fop. Ladies, your fervant.——O ! we have vwant- 


ed you beyond reparation ſuch diverſion! - 


L. Bet. Well! my Lord! have you ſeen my Lord 


 Maorelowve ? 
L. Fop. Seen him !——ha! ha! ha!l-—O, I have 


ſuch things to tell you, madam —— you'll die 

L. Bet. O pray let's hear em, I was never in a better 
humour to receive them. 

L. Fop. Hark you. [T hey whiſper. 

L. Mor. So, ſhe's engag'd already. [Zo Sir Charles. 

Sir Char. So much the better; make but a juſt ad- 
vantage of my ſucceſs, and ſhe's undone. 

L. Feß. } | 

OE: ; Ha! ha? ba! 

Sir Char, You ſee already what ridiculous pains ſhe's 


taking to ſlir your jealouſy, and cover her own. 


5 94 0 Ha! ha! ha! 


L. Mor, O never fear me ; for, upon my word, it 
now appears ridiculous even to me. 

Sir Char, And hark you—— [1hifpers L. Mor. 

L. Bet. And ſo the widow was as full of airs as his 


Lordſhip? _ | 
Sir Char, Only obſerve that, and tis impoſſible you 
can fail. [Aldi. 


L. Mor. Dear Charles, you have convinc'd me, and 1 
thank you. - | 
L. Grav. My Lord Merelwe ! What, do you leave us: 


juſt 
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L. Mor, Ten thouſand pardons, madam, I was but 


L. Grau. Nay, nay, no excuſes, my Lord, ſo you 
will but let us have you again. | 

Sir Char. 2 to L. Grav. ]. I fee you have good 
humour, madam, when you like your company. 

L. Grav. And you, I ſee, for all your mighty thirſt of 
dominion, cou'd ſtoop to be obedient, if one thought it 
worth one's while to make you ſo. 

Sir Char. Ha! Power would make her an admirable 
tyrant, © [Alide. 

L. Eaſy. [ObjJeruing Sir Charles and L. Graveairs. ] 
So! there's another couple have quarrell'd too, I find 
Thoſe airs to my Lord Marelove, look as if defign'd to 
recover Sir Charles into jealouſy : I endeavour to join 
the company, and 1t may be, that will let me into the 
ſecret. Ua. My Lord Foppington, I vow this 1s very 
uncomplaiſant, to engroſs ſo agreeable a part of the 
company to yourſelf, | | 

Sir Char. Nay, my Lord, this is not fair indeed, to- 
enter into ſecrecs among friends! Ladies, what ſay 


3 ; | you! I think we ought to declare againſt it. 


Ladies. O! no ſecrets, no ſecrets, 

L. Bet. Well, Ladies, I ought only to aſk your par- 
don: my Lord's excuſable, for I would haul him into a 
Corner, 

L. Fop. I ſwear 'tis very hard, ho! I obſerve two peo- 
ple of extreme condition, can no ſooner grow particular, 


but the multitude of both ſcxes are immediately up, and 
WE think their properties invaded 


L. Bet. Odious multitude | 

L. Fop. Periſh the Canaille. | 

L. Grav. O, my Lord, we women have all reaſon to 
be jealous of Lady Betty Medifs's power. 

L. Mer. [To Lady Betty.] As the men, madam, all 
have of my Lord Foppingten ;, beſide, favourites of great 
merit diſcourage thoſe of an inferior claſs for their 
Prince's ſervice : he as already loſt you one of your 
i1etinue, madam, 


L. Bet. Not at all, my Lord, he has only made room 


1 
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For another: one muſt ſometimes make vacancies, or 
there could be no preferments. 1 
L. aß. Ha! ha! Ladies favours, my Lord, like 

2 at court, are not always held for life, you 
now. 8 

L. Bet. No, indeed! if they were, the poor fine wo- 1 ; 


2 
. 


men wou' d be always us'd like their wives, and no more 
minded than the buſineſs of che nation. 

L. Ea/y. Have a care, madam, an undeſerving fa- 
vourite has been the ruin of many a prince's empire. 1 

L. Fop. Ha! ha! Upon my ſoul, Lady Betty, we 
muſt grow more diſcreet ; for poſitively; if we go on at 
this rate,- we ſhall have 'the world throw you under the 
ſcandal of conſtancy ;- and I ſhall have all the ſwords of 
condition at my throat for a monopoliſt. 

L. Mer. O! there's no great fear of that, my Lo = 
tho? the men of ſenſe give it over, there will be always 39 

"ſome idle fellows. vain enough to believe their merit may 
ſucceed as well as your Lordſhip's. 

L. Bet. Or if they ſhou'd not, my Lord, caſt-lovers, 

u know, need not fear being long out of employment, 
while there are ſo many well- diſpoſed people in the 
world —— There are generally neglected wives, ſtale 
maids, or Charitable widows always ready to relieve the 
neceſſities of a diſappointed e by the way, 
hark you, Sir Charles. 

L. Mor. Act.] So ! ſhe's ſtir-d, J ſee ; for all her 
pains to hide it ſhe would hardly have glanc'd an 
affront at a woman ſhe was not piqued at. 

L. Grav. [Afde.] That wit was ee at me, I 
ſuppoſe ; but I'll return it. 

L. Bet. [Sofily 10 Sir C ere Pray how: came you _ 
all this while to truſt your miſtreſs ſo eafily ? _ 

Sir Char. One is not ſo apt, madam, to be alarm'd Wl / 
at the liberties of an old acquaintance, as perhaps your WW 
Ladyſhip ought to be at rhe reſentment of an hard-us'd, 
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honourable lover. v 
L. Bet. Suppoſe I were alarm'd, how does that make j 
you eaſy? = : 
Sir Char. Come, come, be wiſe at laſt ; my truſting an 
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them together, may eaſily convince you, that (as I told 
you before) I know his addreſſes to her are only out- 
ward, and *twill be your fault now, if you let him go 
on ?till the world thinks him in earneſt ; and a thouſand 
buſy tongues are ſet upon malicious enquiries into your 
reputation. \ 

L. Bet. Why, Sir Charles, do you ſappoſe, while he 
behaves bimſelf as he does, that 1 won't convince him 
of my indifference ? | f 5 | 

Sir Char. But hear me, madam 

L. Grav. [Afide.) The air of that whiſper looks as if 
the lady had a mind to be making her peace again; 
and tis poſſible his worſhip's being ſo buſy in the mat- 
ter too, may proceed as much from his jealouſy of my 
Lord with me, as friendſhip with her, at leaſt I fancy 
EX ſo; therefore Pm reſolv'd to keep her ſtill pĩiqued and 
prevent it, tho! it be only to gall him Sir Charles, 
that is not fair to take a privilege you juſt now declar'd 

== againſt my Lord Foppingtonm.” | | 
„ I. Mer. Well obſerv'd;, madam. + 7 
„ I. Grav. Beſide, it looks fo affected to whiſper, when 
> every body gueſſes the ſecret. | | 
ec L. Mor. Hal ha! ha! | 4 
2 L. Ber. O! Madam, your pardon in particular: but 
„eis poſſible you may be miſtaken : the ſecrets of people 
that have any regard to their actions, are not fo ſoon. 
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-r  gueſs'd, as theirs that have made a. confident of the 
n a whole town, | OS | | 
L. Fop. Ha! ha! ha! „ ot 
ITL. Grav. A cogpuette in her affected airs of diſdain 
do a revolted lover, I'm afraid, mult exceed your Lady- 
du hip in prudence, not to let the world fee at the ſame 


wy time, ſhe'd give her eyes to make her peace with himy; 
d a Ha! ha! 
ur L. Mor. Ha! ha! ha! 


Ha! ha! 


d,  L. Ber. Twould be a mortification indeed, if it 
= wcre in the power of a fading widow's. charms to 
ke prevent it; and the man.muſt tbe miſerably reduc'd ſure, 
9 that cou'd har to live buried in woolen, or take up 
ng with the mftherly comforts of à fivan-ſkin pet. coat. 
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L. Fep. Ha! ha! ha! 2 
L. Grav. Widows, it ſeems, are not ſo ſqueamiſh to 
their intereſt, they know their own minds, and take the 
man they like, tho' it happens to be one, that a fro. 
3 vain girl has diſoblig'd, and is pining to be friends 
with. bu 
IL. Mor. Nay, tho' it happens to be one, that confeſſes 8 
he once was fond of a piece of folly, and afterwards 
aſham'd on't. 8 

L. Ber. Nay, my Lord, there's no ſtanding againſt 
two of you. _ 

L. Fep. No, faith, that's odds at tennis, my Lord. 
not but if your Ladyſhip pleaſes, I'll endeavour to keep 
your back-hand a little: tho* upon my ſoul you may 
ſafely ſet me up at the line: for, knock me down, 
i ever I ſaw a reſt of wit better play'd, than that 
laſt, in my life—————— What ſay you, madam, ſhall 
we engage ? | 

L. Bet. As you pleaſe, my Lord. $9, 

I. Fop. Ha! ha! ha! Allons “ tour de bon, jeutr, 
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L. Mor. O pardon me, kr, I ſhall never think 
in any thing a match for the lady. 
L. Fop. To you, madam. 
L. Ba. That's much, my Lord, when the world 
knows you have been ſo many years teazing me to play 
the fool with you. | | 
I.. Fop, Ah! bien jous, Ha! ha! ha! A 
L. Mor. At that game, I confeſs your Ladyſhip has 
choſen a much properer perſon to improve yuur- hand 
with. _ ; bi 
L. Fop. To me, madam——— My Lord, I preſume 
whoever the lady thinks fit to play the fool with, will Wl 
at leaſt be able to give as much envy as the wiſe perſon 


| that had not wit enough to keep well with her when be 
1 was ſo. | 15 
L. Grau. O! my Lord! Both parties muſt needs be 


greatly happy; for I dare ſwear, neither will have any 
rivals to diſturb 'em. | 


L. Mor. Hal ha! 
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L. Bet. None that will diſturb em, I dare ſwear. 

L. Fop. Ha! ha! ha! 

L. Mor. 

L. Grav. Ha! ha! he! 

L. Bat. | 

Sir Char, I don't know, gentle-folks — but you are all 
in extreme 1 humour, methinks, I hope there's none 


o it affecte 


L. Eaſy. I ſhou'd be loth to anſwer for any but my 
Lord Fefpington. | LAlide. 

L. Fajy. Mine is not, III wear. 

L. Mor. Nor mine, l'm ſure. 

L. Grau. Mine's ſincere, depend upon't. 

L. Fop. And may the eternal frowns of the whole 
fex doubly demme, if mine ts not. 

L. Eaſy. Well, good people, I am mighty glad to 
hear it, You have all perform'd extremely well ; but 
if you pleaſe, you ſhall ev'n give over your wit now, 
while it is well. 

L. Bet, [To her/elf.] Now I ſee his humour, Il ſtand 
it out, if I were ſure to die for't. | : 

Sir Char, You ſhou'd not have proceeded ſo far with 
my Lord Zoppingion, after what I had told you. 

[ {fide to L. Bet. 

L. Bet, Pray, Sir Charles, give me leave to under- 
ſtand myſelf a little, 


Sir Char. Your pardon, madam ; I thought” a right 


1 underſtanding wou'd have been for both your interells, 


and reputation, 
L. Bet. For his, perhaps. — 

Sir Char. Nay then, madam, tis time for me to take 
care of my friend, | 

L. Bet. I never in the leaſt doubted your friendſhip 
to him in any thing that was to ſhew yourſelf my ene- 
Sir Char. Since [I ſee, madam, you have ſo ungrate- 
ful a ſenſe of my Lord Morelove s merit, and my ſervice, 
1 ſhall never be aſham'd of uſing my power henceforth. 
to xcep him entirely out of your Ladyſhip's, | 

L. Bet. Was ever any thing fo infolent ! I could find 
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in my heart to run the hazard of a downright compli- 
ance, if it were only to convince him, that my power, 


perhaps, is not inferior to his. [To Herself. 


L. Zahß. My Lord Foppington, I think you generally 


lead the company upon theſe occaſions. Pray, will you 


think of ſome prettier ſort of diverſion for us, than par- 


ties and whiſpers? 


L. Fep. What ſay you, Ladies, ſhall we aer and ſee 


- what's done at the Baſſet- table? 


L.. Bet. Wich all my heart; Lady Eafy 
L. Zaſy. I think * tis the belt thing we can do, and be- 
cauſe we won't part to-night, you ſhall all ſup where 
you din'd—What ſay you, my Lord ? 
L. Mer. Your Ladyſhip may be ſure of me, madam, 
L. Fop. Ay! ay! we'll all come. 
I. Faß. Then pray let's change parties a little, My 
Lord Foppington, you ſhall ſquire me. 
L. Fop. Ol you do me honour, madam. _ 
L. Bet. My Lord Mereleve, pray let me ſpeak with 
Ou. 
I L. Mor. Me, madam ? 
L. Bet. If you pleaſe, my Lord. 


L. Mor. Ha! That look ſhot through me ! what can 


this mean ? [4f2, 

L. Bet. This is no pro 8 place to tell you what it is, 
but there is one thing I'd fain be truly anſwer'd in: I 
ſuppoſe you'll be at my Lady Faß's by and bye, and if 


you'll give me leave there 


L. Mor. If you pleaſe to do me that honour, madam, 


I. ſhall certainly be there. 

L. Bet. That's all, my Lord. 

L. Mor. Is not your Ladyſhip for walking ? 

L. Bet. If your Lordſhip dares venture with me. 

L. Mor. O! madam! [Taking her Hand.] How my 
heart dances, what heav'nly muſic's in her voice, 
when ſoft' ned into Kindneſs, [Aide 

L. Bet. Ha! his hand trembles—Sir Charles may be 
miſtaken. 

L. Fop. My Lady * you won't let Sir CHarles 
leave. us?. 
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L. -Grav. No, my Lord, we'll follow you - ſtay a 


4 » little. [To Sir Char. 


Sir Char, 1 thought your Lady ſhip deſign'd to follow 
'em. 

L. Grav. Perhaps I'd ſpeak with you. 

Sir Char. But, madam, confider, we ſhall certainly 
be obſerv'd. 

L. Grav. Lord, Sir! If you think it ſuch a favour. 


| Exit haſtily. 


Sir Char. Is ſhe gone, let her go, &c. 
| [ Exit ſinging, 


F 


ACT v. SCENE: I. 


The SCENE continues. 


Enter Sir Charles and Lord Morelove. 


Sir Char. OME a little this way my Lady 

Graveairs had an eye upon me as J ſtole 

off, and I'm apprehenſive will make uſe of any opportu- 
;m to talk with me. 

Mor. O! we are pretty ſafe here well: you 

were ſpeaking of Lady Betty. | 

Sir Char, Ay, my Lord I fay, notwithſtanding all 

this ſudden change of her behaviour, I wou'd not have 


WF you yet be too ſecure of her: for, between you and I, 


tince I told you, I have profeſs'd myſelf an open ene- 
my to her power with you, 'tis not impoſſible but this 
new air of good-humour may very much proceed from a 


little woman's pride, of convincing me you are not yet 
out of her power, 


L. Mor. Not unlikely: but ſtill can we make no ad- 


Wantage of it? 
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Sir Char. That's what I have been thinking of 
look you—Death ! my Lady Graweairs / 
L. Mor. Ha ! She will have audience, I find. 
Sir Char. There's no avoiding her—the truth is, I 
have ow'd her a litile 13 a great while! ſee 
there is but one way of getting rid of her—I muſt ev'n 
appoint her a day of payment at laſt, If you'll ſtep into 
my lodgings, my Lord, Pl! juſt give her an anſwer, and 
be with you ãn a moment. | 

L. Mor. Very well, I'll tay there for you. 

IEæit L. Morelovs. 


Euter L. Graveairs on the other fade. 


L. Grav. Sir Charles! 

Sir Char. Come, come, no more of theſe reproach- 
ful looks; you'll find, madam, I have deſerv'd better 
of you than your jealouſy imagines—— 1s it a fault to 
be tender of your reputation? Fy, fy This 
may be a proper time to talk, and of my contriving too 


———You ſee 1 juſt now ſhook off my Lord Morelove on | 


purpoſe. | 

L. Grav, May J believe you? 5 

Sir Char. Still doubting my fidelity, and miſtaking 
my diſcretion for want of good- nature. 

L. Grav. Don't think me troubleſome—for I confeſs 
*tis death to think of parting with you ; fince the world 
ſees, for you | have negleQed friends and reputation 
have ſtood the little inſults of diſdainful prudes, that en- 
vy'd me perhaps your friendſhip ; have borne the freez- 
ing looks of near and general acquaintunce—— Since 
this 1s ſo don't let 'em ridicule me too, and ſay wy 
fooliſh vanity undid me; don't let 'em point at me as a 
caſt miſtreſs. | | 5 

Sir Char. You wrong me to ſuppoſe the thought: 


ou' II have better of me when we meet; when ſhall you 


at leiſure ? | 
L. Graw. I confeſs, I would ſee you once again ; if 
what I have more to ſay prove ineffectual, perhaps it 
may convince me then, *tis my intereſt to part with 
ou Can you come to-night ? 2 
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Sir Char. You know we have company, and I'm afraid 
they'll ſtay too late Can't it be before ſupper——. . 
What's o'clock now? 

L. Grav. It's almoſt fix. 

Sir Char. At ſeven then be ſure of me} till when I'd 
have you go back to the ladies to avoid fuſpicion, and 
about that time have the vapours. 

L. Grav. May I depend upon you ? [ Ext, 

Sir Char. Depend on every thing A very trouble- 
ſcme buſineſs this ſend me once fairly rid on't——- 
if ever I'm caught in an honourable affair again 
A debt now that a little ready civility, and away, wou'd 
ſatisfy, a man might bear with; but to have a rent 
charge upon one's good-nature, with an. unconſcionable 
long ſcroll of arrears too, that would eat ont the profits of 
the beſt eſtate in Chriſtendom—ah—intolerable! Well, 
I'll ev'n to my Lord, and ſhake off the thoughts 125 

Exit. 


Enter Lady Betty and Lady Eaſy. 


'L. Bet. J obſerve, my dear, you have uſually this great 
fortune at play, it were enough to make one ſuſpe& 
your good luck with an huſband. | 
L. Eaſy. Truly I don't complain of my fortune either 
way... | 
L. Bet. Pr'ythee tell me, you are often adviſing me 
to it; are there thoſe real comfortable advantages in 


pd ies that our old aunts and grandmothers would 
perſuade us of ? 8 . 
I.. Eaſy. Upon my word, if I had the worſt huſband 
in the world, I ſhould fill think fo. 

L. Bet. Ay; but then the hazard of not having a good 
one, my dear, 

L. Eaſy. You may have a good one, I dare ſay, if you 
don't give yourſelf airs till you ſpoil him, 

L. Bet. Can there be the ſame dear, full delight in 
giving eaſe, as pain? O! my dear, the thought of part- 
ing with one's power is inſupportable. 

L. Ea/y. And the keeping it, till it dwindles into no 
power at all, is moſt ruefully fooliſh, 
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b L. Bet. But ſtill to marry before one's heartily in 
ve | * 
L. Eafy. Is not half ſo formidable a calamity 
but if I have any eyes, my dear, you'll run no great ha- 
zard of that in venturing on my Lord Morelo ve. 
You don't know, perhaps, that within this half hour 
a oe of your voice is ſtrangely ſoften'd to him, ha! 
a! ha! 6 | F 
L. Bet. wy dear, you are poſitively, one or other, 
| the moſt cenſorious creature in the world and fo 1 fee 
1 it's in vain to talk with you 
i back to the company ? 
„ L. Zaß. Ah! Poor Lady Betty /  [Exeunt. 


A » 


* EE 12, 


7 SAP * 
PPP 
1 8 > 
5 
e 


© "= - 
I ig 


if 
1 * 
by 
of 
x 


3 Ws 


Pray, will you go 


— 


. f , 
* . The SCENE changes to Sir Charles's Lodgings. 


Enter Sir Charles and tad Morelove. 


L. Mor. Charles! you have tranſported me! you have 
made my part in the ſcene ſo very eaſy too, tis impoſ- 
ſible I ſhall fail in it, | 

Sir Char. That's what I conſidered; for now the more 
you throw yourſelf into her power, the more I ſhall be 
able to throw her into yours. 

L. Mer. After all (begging the ladies pardon) your 
fine women, like bullies, are only ſtout when they know 
their men; a man of an honeſt courage may fright 'em . 
into any thing! Well, I am fully inſtructed, and will 
about it inſtantly Won't you go along with me ? 

Sir Char, That may not be ſo proper: —-beſides, I 
have a little buſineſs upon my hands. 


L. Mor. O! your ſervant, Sir Good- by to you t 


you ſhan't ſtir, ti 

Sir Char, My Lord, your ſervant— [Exit L. Mor. 
So! now to difpoſe of myſelf, 'till *tis time to think of y 
my Lady Grawveairs Umph! I have no great maw rc 
to that buſineſs, methinks. 1 don't find myleif in hu- WW th 
mour enough to come up to the civil things, that are if 


uſually expected in the making up of an old quarrel—— 
| | 4 
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[Edging croſſes the Stage. ] There goes a warmer tempta- 
tion by half: 


Ha ! into my wife's bed- chamber too 
l queſtion if the jade has any great buſineſs there; 
I have a fancy ſhe has only a mind to be taking the 
opportunity of nobody's being at home, to make her 
peace with me.—— Let me fee ay, I ſhall have 
time enough to go to her Ladyſhip afterwards —- Beſides, 
1 want a little fleep, I find — Your young fops may 
talk of their women of quality but to me now, there's 
a ſtrange agreeable convenience in a creature one is not 
oblig'd to ſay much to upon theſe occaſions, Going. 


Enter Edging. 


Edg. Did you call me, fir ? 

Sir Char. Ha! all's right=——_—_—ſ 4/e.] 
madam, 1 did call you. 

Eag. What wou'd you pleaſe to have, fir ? 

Sir Char, Have! why, I wou'd have you ** a good 
girl, and know when you are well us'd, huſſy. 

Edg. Sir, I don't complain of any thing, not J. 

Sir Char. Well, don't be uneaſy——1 am not angry 
with you now Come and kiſs me. 

Edg. Lard, fir! : | 

Sir Char. Don't be a fool now——come hither. 

Edg. Plhaw———— [ Goes to him: 

Sir Char. No wry face——ſo——ſit dowu. I won't 
_ you look grave neither; let me ſee you ſmile, you 
Jade you. | 

ag. Ha! ha! [ Laughs and bluſhes. 

Sir Char. Ah, you melting rogue ! 2 

Egg. Come, don't you be at your tricks now—Lard ! 
can't you fit ſtill and talk with one! J am ſure there's 
ten times more love in that, and fifty times the ſatisfac- 
tion, people may ſay what they will. >. 

Sir Char, Well ! now you're good, you ſhall have 
your own way I am going to lie down in the next 


Yes, 
[ Sits down, 


room; and, ſince you love a little chat, come and 


N my night-gown over me, and you ſhall talk me to 
eep. 


W. D 


[Exit Sir Charles. 
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Bag. Ves, Sir for all his way, I ſee he likes me 
fill. | | [ Exit after him. 


The SCENE changes to the Terraſs. 


Enter Lady Betty, Lady Eaſy, and Lord Morclove, 


L. Mor. Nay, madam, there you are too ſevere upon 
bim; for bateing now and then a little vanity, my Lord 
Foppington does not want wit ſometimes to make him a 
tolerable woman's man, 
L. Bet. But ſuch eternal vanity grows tireſome.. 
L. Eaſy. Come, if he were not ſo looſe in his morals, 
' vanity methinks => be eaſily excus'd, conſidering Wl 
how much 'tis in faſhion : for pray obſerve, what's half 
the converfation of moſt of the fine young people about 
town, but a perpetual aſfectation of appearing foremoſt 
in the knowledge of manners, new modes, and ſcan- 
dal? and in that I don't ſee any body comes up to 
him. | oF 
L. Mor. Nor I indeed—and here he comes——Pray, 
madam, let's have a little more of him; nobody ſhews 
him to more advantage than your Ladyſhip. 
L. Bet. Nay, with all my heart; you'll ſecond me, 
my Lord, 
L. Mor. Upon occaſion, madam —— 
L. Ea/y. Engaging upon parties, my Lord? 
LAlide, and ſmiling to L. Mor. 


Enter Lord F oppington. 


L. Fop. So, Ladies! what's the affair now ? 

L. Bet. Why, you were, my Lord; | was allowing you 
a great many good qualities, but Lady Ea ſays you are 
a perfect hypocrite : and that whatever airs you give 
yourſelf to the women, the's confident you value no vo- 
man in the world equal to your own lady, 


for. 


5 you 


u are 


give 
5 Wo- 
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L. Fop. You ſee, madam, how I am ſcandaliz'd upon 
your account. But 'tis natural for a prude to be mali- 
cious, when a man endeavours to be well with any body 
but herſelf; did you never obſerve ſhe was piqu'd at that 
before? Ha! ha! | 

L. Bet. I'll ſwear you are a provoking creature, 

L. Fop. Let's be more familiar upon't, and give her 
diſorder ! Ha! ha! 'E 

L. Bet. Ha! ha! ha! h 

L. Fop. Stap my breath, but Lady Ea is an admira- 
ble diſcoverer Marriage is indeed a prodigious ſecu- 
rity of one's inclination : a man's likely to take a world 
of pains in an employment, where he can't be turn'd 
out for his idleneſs. : 

L. Bet, I vow, my Lord, that's vaſtly generous to all 
the fine women; you are for giving them a deſpotic 
power in love, 1 ſee, to reward and puniſh as they think 
fit, 4 ; 

L. Fop. Ha! ha! Right, madam, what ſignifies beau- 
ty without power ? Ne: , a fine woman when ſhe's mar- 
ried makes as ridiculous a- figure, as a beaten peneral 
marching out of a garriſon. 

L. Eaſy, I'm afraid, Lady Betty, the greateſt danger 
in your uſe of power, would be from too heedleſs a li- 
berality : you would more mind the man than his merit. 

L. Fop. Piqued again, by all that's fretful—— Well, 
certainly to give envy is a pleaſure inexpreſſible. 


L. Bu. Hal hat [To Lady Betty. 


L. Eaſy. Does not ſhe ſhew him well, my Lord? | 

| A { 4/ide to L. Mor. 

L. Mor. Perfectly, and me to myſelf for now | al- 
moſt bluſh to think 1 ever was uneaſy at him. 

[To Lady Eaſy. 

L. Fog. Lady Fah, I aſk ten thouſand pardons, I'm 
afraid I am rude all this while. 

L. Eaſy. O not at all, my Lord ! You are always good 
company when you pleaſe: not but in ſome things, in- 
deed, you are apt to be like other fine gentlemen, a 
little too looſe in your principles, 
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L. Fop. O, madam, never to the offence of the ladies; 
F agree in any community with them: no body is a 
—= conſtant churchman, when the fine women are 

pre.” | 
L. Zaß. O fy, my Lord! you ought not to go for 
their ſakes at all And I wonder, you that are for being 
ſuch a gcod huſband of your virtues, are not afraid of 
bringing your prudence into a lampoon or a play. 

L. Bet. Lampoons and plays, madam, are only things 
to be laugh'd at. | 85 | 

L. Mor. Plays now, indeed, one need not be ſo much 
afraid of; for ſince the late ſhort- ſighted view of 'em, 
vice may go on and proſper; the ſtage dares hardly 
me w a vicious perſon ſpeaking like himſelf, for fear of 
being call'd prophane for expoſing him. | j 

L. Faß. Tis hard, indeed, when people won't diſtin- 
guiſh between what's meant for contempt, and what for 
example, | 

L. Jap. Od fo! Ladies, the Court's coming home, I 
fee ; ſhall we not make our bows ? 

L. Bet. O! by all means. 

L. Fah. Lady Betty, I muſt leave you: for I'm oblig'd 
to write letters, and | know you won't give me time af- 
ter ſupper. 

L. Bet. Well, my dear, I'll make a ſhort viſit and be 
with you. | [Exit Lady Eaſy. 
Pray what's become of my Lady Grawearrs ? 

L. Mor. Oh, I believe ſhe's gone home, madam ; ſhe 
ſeem'd not to be very well. 

L. Fop. And where's dir Charles, my Lord? 

L. Mer. I left him at his own lodgings. 

IL. Bet. He's upon ſome ramble, I'm afraid. 

L. Fop. Nay, as for that matter, a man may ramble 

at home ſometimes - But here come the chaiſes; we muſt 


make a little more haſte, madam. [ Excunt. 


. "— 
2 48 


unt. 


Den enter Lady Eaſy, who flarts and trembler, ſome time 
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The SCENE changes to Sir Charles's Lodgings. 
Enter Lady Eaſy, and a Servant. hy: 


L. Eaſy. Is your maſter come home? 

Serv. Yes, madam. 

L. Ea/y. Where is he? 

Serv. I believe, madam, he's laid down to ſleep. 

L. Eaſy, Where's Edging ? Bid her get me ſome wax 
and paper——ſtay, tis no matter, now I think on it— 
there's ſome above upon my toilet. [ Exeunt feverally. 


The SCENE opens and diſcovers Sir Charles 
without his Periwig, and Edging by bim, both 
aſleep in two eaſy Chairs, 


unable to ſpeak. 


L. Eajy. Ha! | 
Protect me, virtue, patience, reaſon! 
Teach me to bear this killing fight, or let 
Me think my dreaming ſenſes are deceiv'd ! 
For ſure a fight like this, might raiſe the arm 
Of Duty, ev'n to the breaſt of Love! At leaſt 
P!! throw this vizor of my patience off: 
Now wake him in his guilt, 
And barefac'd front him with my wrongs. | 
I'II talk to him till he bluſhes, nay till he 
Frowns on me, perhaps and then 
I'm loſt again The eaſe of a few tears 
Is all that's left to me 
And duty too forbids me to inſult, | 
When I have vow'd obedience — Perhaps | 
The fault's in me, and Nature has not form'd 
Me with the thouſand little requiſites 
That warm the heart to love 
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Somewhere there is a fault 

But Heav'n beſt knows what both of us deſerve: 

Ha] Bare headed, and in fo ſound a ſleep ! 

Who knows, while thus expos'd to th? unwholeſome air, 
But Heav'n offended may overtake his crime, 

And, in ſome languiſhing dittemper, leave him 

A ſevere example of its violated Jaws —— 


Forbid it mercy ! and forbid it love! 


This may prevent it. | | 

[Takes a Steinkirk off her neck, and lays it 
gently on his head, © © © 

And if he ſhou'd wake offended at my too buſy care, let 
my heart-breaking 'patience, duty, and my fond affec- 
tion plead my pardon, [Exit, 
[Alter foe has bien out ſome time, a bell rings; 
ging wakes and flirs Sir Charles. 


Eg. Oh! | 

Sir Char. How now F. what's the matter? 

Edg. O! bleſs my ſoul, my Lady's come home. 

dir Char. Go, go then. 6 Bell rings. 

Edg. O lud! my head's in ſuch a condition too. 
[Runs to the Glaſs.) I am coming, madam— O lud 
here's no Powder neither Here, madam. Exit. 

Sir Char. How now? [ Feeling the Steinkirk upon his 
Head.) What's this? How came it here ? [Puts on ht: 
Wig.) Did not I fee my wife wear this to- day? 
Death! ſhe can't have been here, ſure It could not be 
jealouſy that brought her home — for my coming was 
accidental ſo too, I fear, might her's. —— 
How careleſs have I been? not to ſecure the door 
neither —— Twas fooliſh It muſt be ſo! She 
certainly has ſeen me here ſleeping with her woman :— 
If ſo, how low an hypocrite to her mult that fight have 
proved me ? — 'l he thought has made me deſpica- 
ble ev'n to myſelf —— How mean a vice is lying ? and 
how often have theſe empty pleaſures lull'd my honour 
and my conſcience to a lethargy, —yhule groſslj 
have abus'd her? poorly  ſculking behind a thouſand 
falſhoods 7 Now 1 reflect, this has not been the firſt of 
her diſcoveries —— How contemptible a figure mut 
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T have made to her ? A crowd of recolleQed cir- 
cumſtances confirms me now, ſhe has been long acquaint- 
XX el with my follies, and yet with what amazing pru- 
*X dence has ſhe borne the ſecret pangs of injur'd love, and 

wore an everlaſting ſmile to me? This aſks a little 

thinking — ſomething ſhould be done — I'll ſee her 
inſtantly, and be reſolv'd from her behaviour. [ Exit. 


The SCENE. changes to another Room. 
Enter Lady Eaſy and Edging. 


L. Ea/y, Where have you been, Edging ? | 

Ede. Been, madam ! I—I—I--I came as ſoon as I 
heard you ring, madam. 

L. Eaſy. How guilt confounds her! But ſhe's below 
wy thought Fetch my laſt new ſcarf hizher——1 
have a mind to alter it a lutle make haſte. 

Via) Yes, madam. I ſee ſhe does not ſuſpect any 
thing. | | 

L. 246. Heigh-ho ! [Sitting doaun.] I had forgot. 
but I am unfit for writing now T'was an hard con- 
flict——yet 'tis a joy to think it over: a ſecret pride, 
to tell my heart my conduct has been juſt. How 
low are vicious minds that offer injuries; how much 
ſuperior innocence that bears *em ——ötill there's 
a pleaſure ev'n in the melancholy of a quiet conſcience, 
——Away my fears, it is not yet impoſſible for 
while his human nature is not quite ſhook off, I ought 
not to deſpair, | 
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Re-enter Edging awith a Scarf. 


Eds. Here's the ſcarf, madam, | 
L. Eajy. So, fit down there ——and, let me ſee 
here rip off all that ſilver. 0 
Eag. Indeed, I always thought it would become your 
Ladyſhip better without it— But now ſuppoſe, madam, 
you carried: another row 51 gold round the ſcollops, 
4 


* 
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and then you take and lay this ſilver plain all along the 
gathers, and your Ladyſhip will perfectly ſee, it will 
give the thing ten thouſand times another air. 2X 
L. Eay. Pr'ythee don't be impertinent, do as I bid 
* bu 
Edg. Nay, madam, with all my heart, your Lady- 
* may do as you pleaſe. WM 
. Eaſy. This creature grows ſo confident, and I dare 

not part with her, left he ſhould think it jealouſy. 
| [ 4fide, 


Enter Sir Charles. 


Sir Char, So, my dear! What, at work! how are 
you employ'd, pray ? | * 

L. Eaſy. I was thinking to alter this ſcarf, here. 

Sir Char. What's amiſs ? Methinks ' tis very pretty. 

Ede. Yes, fir, tis pretty enough for that matter, but 
my L-dy has a mind it ſhould be proper too. 
Sir Char. Indeed! 5 

L. Fah. I fancy plain gold and black would become 
me better. | | 

Sir Char, That's a grave thought, my dear. 

Edg. O dear fir, not at all, my Lady's much in the 
right ; I am ſure, as it is, 'tis fit for nothing but a girl, 

Sir Char. Leave the room. | | 

Tag. Lard, Sir! I can't fir—— 1 muſt ſtay to 

Sir Char. Go | [ 4ngrily, 

Eds. [Throwing down the work haſtily, and crying, 
aſ:de.) If ever 1 ipeak to him again, Pl be burn'd. 


[ Exit Edging, I 

Sir Char. Sit ſtill, my dear, — I came to talk with 

you— and, which you may well wonder at, what I have | 
to ſay is of importance too, but it is in order to my 

hereatter always talking to you. 

L. Ea/y. Your words were never diſobliging, nor can q 

I charge you with a lock that ever had the appearance 8 

of — | 


Sir Char. The perpetual ſpring of your good-humour, 
ets me draw no merit from what | have appear'd to be, 
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which makes me curious now to know your thoughts of 
what I really am: and having never aſk'd you this be- 


fore, it puzzles me ; nor can I (my ſtrange negligence 
conlider'd) reconcile to reaſon your firſt thoughts of 


1 venturing upon marriage with me. 


L. Eaſy. I never thought it ſuch a hazard, 

Sir Char. How cou'd a woman of your reſtraint in 
principles, ſedateneſs, ſenſe, and tender diſpoſition, 
propoſe to ſee an happy life with one (now I reflect) 


5 W that hardly took an hour's pains, ev'n before marriage, 
XZ to appear but what I am: a looſe, unheeded wretch, ab- 


ſent in all I do; civil, and as often rude without de- 


J | ſign; unſeaſonably thoughtful, eaſy to a fault, and in my 


our, 


belt of praiſe, but careleſly good-natur'd : how ſhall [ 
reconcile your temper with having made ſo ſtrange a 
choice ? ” 

L. Eaſy. Your own words may anſwer you——Your 
having never feem'd to be, but what yop really were ; 
and thro* that careleſſneſs. of temper there ſtill ſhone 
forth to me an undeſigning honeſty I always doubted 
of in ſmoother faces: thus while 1 ſaw you took leaſt 
pains to win me, you pleas'd and woo'd me molt : nay, 
1 have thought, that ſuch a temper could never be det 
liberately unkind : or at the worſt, I knew -that- errors 
from want of thinking might be borne ; at leaſt, When 
probably one moment's ſerious thought would end 'em: 
theſe were my worſt of fears, and theſe, when weigh'd 
by growing love againſt my ſolid hopes, were no- 
thing. | WH 

Sie Char, My dear, your underſtanding ſtartles me, 
and juſtly calls my own in queſtion : I bluſh to think 
Pve worn ſo bright a jewel in my boſom, and till this 
* have ſcarce been curious once to look upon its 
ultre, F 

L. Eaſy. You ſet too high a value on the common 
qualities of an eaſy wife. 5 1 

Sir Char. Virtues, like benefits, are double when 
conceal'd: and I confeſs, I yet ſuſpect you of an higher 


value far than I have ſpoke you. 
I. Fah. I uncerſtand-you nar, 
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Sir Char. I'll ſpeak more plainly to you——be free 
and tell me Where did you leave this handkerchief ? 

L. Eajy. Ha! | 
Sir Char, What 1s't you ſtart at? ' You hear the queſ- 

on, 

L. Faß. What ſhall I fay ? my fears confound me. 

Sir Char. Be not concern'd, my dear, be eaſy in the 
truth, and tell me. 

L. Faß. I cannot ſpeak— and I could wiſh you'd not 
oblige me to it tis the only thing I ever yet refus'd 
you——and tho' I want reaſon for my will, let me not 
anſwer you. | | = 

Sir Char. Your will then be a reaſon ; and fince I ſce 
vou are ſo generouſly tender of reproaching me, *tis fit | 
I ſhou'd be eaſy in my gratitude,” and make what ought 
to be my ſhame, my joy; let me be therefore pleas'd to 
tell you now, your wondrous conduct has wak'd me to a 
ſenſe of your diſquiet paſt, and reſolution never to diſturb 
it more --— And (not that J offer it as a merit, but yet 
in blind compliance to my will) let me beg you-would | 
immediately diſcharge your woman. 

L. Zajy. Alas! I think not of her O, my dear! 
diſtract me not with this exceſs of goodneſs, ¶ Weeping. 

Sir Char. Nay, preiſe me not, leſt I reflect how little 
T hav deſerved. it I fee you're in pain to give me this 
confuſion Come, 1 ill not ſhock your ſoftneſs by 
my untimely bluſh for what is paſt, but rather ſoothe you 
to a pleaſure at my ſenſe of joy, for my recover'd hap- 
pinek to come. Give then to my new-born love what 

name you pleaſe, it cannot, ſhall not be too kind: O 
it cannot be too ſoft for what my foul ſweils up with 
emulation to deſerve Receive me then entire at laſt, Þ 
and take what yet no woman ever truly had, my con- 
quer'd heart. 
L. £a/y. O the ſoft treaſure! O the dear reward of 
long deſring love Now I am bleſt indeed, to ſee you 
kind without th' expence of pain in being ſo, to, make 
ou mine with eaſiveſs:; Thus! thus to have you mine, 
Is ſomething more than happineſs ; tis double life, and 
madneſs of abounding joy, But *twas a pain intolerable 
do give you a confufioon. 8 
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Sir Char. O thou engaging virtue! But I'm too ſlow 
in doing jultice-to thy love: I know thy ſoftneſs will re- 
fuſe me; but remem er 1 inſiſt upon . thy 
woman be diſcharg'd this minute. | 

I. Fay. No, my dear, think me not ſo low in faith, 
to fear that after what you've ſaid, *twill ever be in her 
power to do me future injury : when I can conveniently 
provide for her, Il] think on't : but to diſcharge her 
now, might let her gueſs at the occaſion ; and methinks 
1 wou'd have all our differences, like our endearments, . 
be equally a ſecret to our ſervants. 

Sir Char. Still my ſuperior every way be it as- 
you have better thought Well, my dear, now 
III confeſs a thing that was not in your power to accuſe 
me of; to be ſhort, I own this creature is not the only 
one I have been to blame with. 

L. Zajy. I know ſhe is not, and was always leſs con- 
cern'd to find it ſo, for conſtancy in errors might have 
been fatal to me. | Wy 

Sir Char, What is't you know, my dear? 

| [ Surpriz'd.. 

L. Faß. Come, I am not afraid to accuſe you now 
my Lady Graveairi——Your careleſſneſs, my dear, let 
all the world know it, and 1t wou'd have been hard in- 
deed, had it been only to me a ſecret.. 

Sir Char. My dear, I'Il aſk no more queſtions, for ſear 
of being more ridiculous : I do confeſs I thought my diſ-- 
cretion had been a maſter-piece—— How. contemptible- 
muſt I have look'd all this while ?. : 

L. Zafy. You ſhan't ſay io. 

Sir Char. Well, to let you ſee J had ſome ſliame, as 
well as nature in me, I had writ this to my Lady Grave- 
airs, upon my firſt diſcovering that you knew. I had, 
wrong'd you: read it. 

L. Eaſy. [Reads.]. Something has happen'd, that 

prevents the viſit I intended you; and 
« could gladly wiſh, you never wou'd re- 
«« proach me af I tell you, *tis utterly incon- 

ED venient that I ſhould ever ſee you more. 
This indeed was more than I had merited. 
| , D. 6. 
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Enter Servant, 


- 


Sir Char. Who's there ? Here 
my Lady Grawveairs. 

SEO [ Seals the letter, and gives it to the ſervant. 

Serv. Ves, Sir—— Madam, my Lady Betty's come. 

L. Eaſy. I'll wait on her. 

Sir Char. My dear, I'm thinking there may be other 
things my negligence may have wrong'd you in; but be 
aſſur'd, as I diſcover 'em, all ſhall be corrected ; is there 
any part or circumſtance in your fortune that I can 
change, or yet make eaſier to you ? 

L. Eaſy. None, my dear, vour good-nature never 
ſtinted me in that; and now, methinks, I have leſs oc- 
cation there than ever. We 


Step with this to 


Re-enter Servant. 


Serv. Sir, my Lord Morelowe's come. 
Sir Char. I am coming — l think I told you of 
the deſign we had laid againſt Lady Betty. : 
L. Eaſy. You did, and I ſhou'd be pleas'd to be my- 
ſelf concern'd in it. 2 
Sir Char. I believe we may employ you: I know he 


waits for me with impatience. But, my dear, won't 


you think me taſleleſs to the joy you've given me, to 
ſuffer at this time any concern but you t'employ my 
thoughts ? 23 £8. 

L. Eaſy. Seaſons muſt be obey'd; and fince I know 
your friend's happineſs depending, I cou'd not taſte my 
own, ſhou'd you negleRar. Sk 

Sir Char. Thon eaſy ſweetneſs ! 
waſte on thy neglected love has my unchinking brain 
committed? But time and future thrift of tenderneſs 
mall yet repair it all. The hours will come when this 
_ ſoft, gliding ſtream that ſwells my heart, uninterrupted 

ſhall renew its courſe _ 
And like the ocean after ebb, ſhall move 
With conſtant force of due returning love. 
A pens * [Emmnt: 


_- 


O! what a 
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The SCENE changes to another Room. 


And then re enter Lady Eaſy and Lady Betty. 


L. Bet. You've been in tears, my dear, and yet you 
look pleas'd too. : 

L. Eafy. You'll pardon me if I don't let you into cir- 
cumſtances : but be ſatisfied, Sir Charles has made me 
happy, ev'n to a pain of joy. 

L. Bet. Indeed I'm truly glad of it, tho? I am ſorry 
to find that any one who has generoſity enough to do 
you juſtice, ſhou'd, unprovok'd, be ſo great an enemy to 
me, 

L. Fay. Sir Charles your enemy! 

L. Bet. My dear, you'll pardon me if I always 
thought him ſo; but now I am convinc'd of it. 

1 In what, pray ? I can't think you'll find 
him fo. 

L. Bet. O! madam, it has been his whole bufineſs 
of late to make an utter breach between my Lord More- 


owe and me. | 


L. Eaſy. That may be owing to your. uſage of m 
Lord: 2 he N it woes not diloblige any 
J am confident you are miſtaken in him. 

L. Bet. O! I don't uſe to be out in things of this 
nature; I can ſee well enough: but I ſhall be able to 
tell you more when I have talk'd with my Lord. | 

L. Eaſy. Here he comes; and becauſe you ſhall talk 
with him No excuſes for pofitively I will leave 
you together. | | 
L. Ber. Indeed, my dear, I deſire you would ſtay 
then; for I know you think now, that I have a mind 
to —to— | 

L. Eaſy. To to——hah ! hah! hah! [Going. 

L. Bet. Well! remember this. 


Euter Lord Morelove. 


L. Mer. I hope I don't fright. you away, madam ? 
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L. Zaf5. Not at all, my Lord; but I muſt beg your 
pardon for a moment, I'Il wait upon you immediately. 


[ Exit, 

L. Bet. My Lady Eaſy gone! 

L. Mor. Perhaps, madam, in friendſhip to you; ſhe 
thinks I may have deſerv'd the coldneſs you of late have 
ſhewn me, and was willing to give you this opportunity 
to convince me, you have not done ut without juſt grounds 
and reaſon. | | 

L. Bet. How handſomely does he reproach me? But I 
can't bear that he ſhould think I know it——-{ {/ae. 
My Lord, whatever has paſs'd between you and me, I 
dare ſwear that could not be her thoughts at this time; 
for when two people have appear'd profeſs'd enemies, 
ſhe can't but think one will as little care to give, as 
t'other to receive, a juſtification of their actions. 

L. Mor. Paſſion indeed often does repeated injuries on 
both ſides, but I don't remember in my heat of error I 
ever yet profeſs'd myſelf your enemy. 

L. Bet. My Lord, I ſhall be very free with you 
T confeſs I do think now I have not a greater enemy in 
the world, | | 

L. Mor. If having long loved you, to my own diſquiet, 
be injurious, I am contented then to ſtand the foremoſt 
of your enemies. 

L. Bet. O my Lord, there's no great fear of your being 
my enemy, that way, I dare ſay- 

L. Mor. There's no other way my heart can bear to 
offend you now, and I foreſee in that it will perſiſt to my 
undoing. 8 

L. Bet. Fy, fy, my Lord, we know where your heart 
eh i: ..:... : | | 

L. Mor. My conduct has indeed deſerv'd this ſcory, 
and therefore tis but juſt I ſhould ſubmit to your reſent» 
ment, and beg (tho? I'm aſſur'd in vain) for pardon. 

7x | [ Kneel:s, 


Enter Sir Charles. 


Sir Char, How, my Lord ! 


| [L. Mor. rye. 
L. B. Hal! He here? This was unlucky. 


Alide. 
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L. Mor. O pity my confuſion ! Ie Z. Bet. 
Sir Char. I am ſorry to ſee you can ſo ſoon forget your- 
ſelf: methinks the inſult you have borne from that Lady, 
by this time ſhould have warn'd you into a diſguſt of her 
regardleſs principles. 

L. Mor. Hold, Sir Charle;:! While you and I are 
friends, I deſire you would ſpeak with honour of this 
Lady——'Tis ſufficient | have no complaint againſt her, 
and 

L. Bet. My Lord, I beg you wou'd reſent this thin 
no farther: an injury like this, is better puniſh'd wit 
our contempt ; apparent malice ſhou'd only be laugh'd 
at. | | ve 
Sir Cher. Ha! ha! the old recourſe. Offers of any 
hopes to delude him from his reſentment ;. and then, as 
the Grand Monarch did with Cawalier, you are ſure to 
keep your word with him. 

L. Bet. Sir Charles, to let you know how far I am 
ano your little ſpleen, my Lord, your hand from this 

our. —— 

Sir Char, Pſhah! Pfhah! All deſign! all pique! 
mere artifice, and diſappointed woman, £ 

L. Bet. Look you, Sir, not that I doubt my Lord's 
opinion of me; yet | $ ; 

Sir Char, Look you, madam, in ſhort, your word has 
been too often taken to let you make up quarrels, as you 
uſed to do, with a ſoft look and a fair promiſe you never 
intended to keep. 1 10 f 

L. Bet. Was ever ſuch an inſolence? He won't give me 
leave to ſpeak, | * 

L. Mor. cir Charles ! 

L. Bet. No, pray, my Lord, have patience : and fince 
his malice ſeems to grow particular, I dare his worſt, 
and urge him to the proof on't: pray, fir, wherein can 
you charge me with breach of promiſe to my Lord ? ' , 

Sir Char, Death, you won't deny it? How often, to 
piece up a quarrel, have you appointed him to viſit 
you alone; and tho? you have promis'd to ſee no other 


company the whole day. when he was come, he has 


found you among the laugh of noily fops, coquets, 


C/ . 
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and coxcombs, diſſolutely gay, while your full eyes 
ran o'er with tranſport of their flattery, and your own 
vain power of pleaſing ? How often, I ſay, have you 
been known to throw away, at leaſt, four hours of your 
good-humour upon ſuch wretches? and the minute 
they' were gone, grew only dull to him, ſunk into a 
diſtaſteful ſpleen, complain'd you had talk'd yourſelf into 
the kead-ach, and then indulg'd upon the dear delight 
of ſeeing him in pain: and by that time you had 
ſtretch'd, and gap'd him heartily out of patience, of a 
ſudden moſt importantly remember you had outſat your 
appointment with my Lady Fidale fadale; and imme- 
diately order your coach to the Park ? 

L. Bet. Yet, fir, have you done? 

Sir Char. No tho? this might ſerve to ſhew the 
nature of your principles: but the noble conqueſt you 
have gain'd at laſt over defeated ſenſe of reputation too, 
has made your fame immortal. | 

L. Mor. How, fir ! 

L. Ber. My reputation ! 

Sir Char. Ay, madam, your reputation—— my Lord, 
if I advance a falſhood, then reſent it] ſay, your 
reputation t has been your life's whole pride of late, 
to be the common toaſt of every public table, vain even 
in the infamous addreſſes of a married man, my Lord 
Foppington : let that be reconcil'd with reputation, I'H 
now . ſhake hands with ſhame, and bow me to the low 
contempt which you deſerve from him; not bur I ſup- 

ſe. you'll yet endeavour to recover him. Now you 
find ill uſage in danger of loſing your conqueſt, *tis poſ- 


' fible you'll ſtop at nothing to preſerve it. 
L. Ber. Sir Charles ———— 


| [Walks diſorder d, and he after her. 
Sir Char. I know your vanity is fo voracious, 'twill 
ev'n wound itſelf to feed itſelf ; offer him a blank, per- 
haps, to fill up with hopes of what nature he pleaſes, and 
t with even your pride to keep him. 
L. Bet. Sir Charles, I have not deſerv'd this of you. 
I[Burſting into tears. 


Sir Char. Ah ! true woman, drop him a ſoft dif- 
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ſembling tear, and then his juſt reſentment muſt be 
huſh'd of courſe. | 


L. Mor, O Charles ! 
are too reproaching. | | " 

Sir Char. Hiſt for your life! | 4fide, and then aloud. 
My Lord, if you believe her, you're undone ; the very 
next ſigh of my Lord Feppington, wou'd make her yet 
forſwear all that ſhe can promiſe. 

L. Bet. My Lord Fopfington ! Is that the mighty 
crime that muſt condemn me then? You know | us'd 
him but as a tool of my reſentment, which you your- 
ſelf, by a pretended friendſhip to us both, moſt artfully 
provok d me to. f FE ES 

L. Mor. Hold, I conjure you, madam, I want not 
this conviction, | ihe 

L. Ber. Send for him this minute, and you and ke 
ſhall both be witneſſes of the contempt and deteſtation 
I have for any forward hopes his vanity may have given 
him, or your malice would inſinuate. 

Sir Char. Death! you would as ſoon eat fire, as ſoon 
part with your luxurious taſte of folly, as dare to 
own the half of this before his face, or any one, that 
would make you bluſh to deny it to Here comes 
my wiſe, now we ſhall ſee——Ha ! and my Lord Fop- 
pington with her Now! now, we ſhall ſee this 
mighty proof of your ſincerity Now ! my Lord, 
you'll have a warning ſure, and henceforth know me 
for your friend indeed | 


I can bear no more, thoſe tears 


Enter Lady Eaſy, and Lord Foppington. 


L. Eaſy. In tears, my dear ! what's the matter? 

L. Ber. O, my dear, all I told you's true ; Sir Charles 
has ſhewn himſelf fo inveterably my enemy, that if I 
believ'd I deſerv'd but half his hate, twould make me 
hate myſelf. | | | 


I. Fop. Hark you, Charles, pr'ythee what is this bu- 
ſineſs? 


5 | | W575 
Sir Char, Why your's, my Lord, for aught I know 
have made ſuch a breach betwixt em I can't pro- 
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miſe much for the courage of a woman; but if her's 
holds, I'm ſure tis wide enough, you may enter ten a- 
breaſt, my Lord. | | 2 

L. Fop. Say'ſt thou ſo, Charles ? then I hold ſix to 
four I am the firſt man in the town. 0 

L. Ea/y. Sure there muſt be ſome miſtake in this; I 
hope he has not made my Lord your enemy. | 

L. Bet. I know not what he has done. 

L. Mor. Far be that thought! Alas! I am too much 
in fear myſelf, that what I have this day committed, 
advis'd by his miſtaken friendſhip, may have done my 
love irreparable prejudice. 

L. Bet. No, my Lord, ſince I perceive his little arts 
have not prevail'd upon your good nature, to my pre- 
judice, I am bound in gratitude, in duty to myſelf, and 
to the confeſſion you have made, my Lord, to acknow- 
ledge now, I have been to blame too. 

L. Mor. Aa! is't poſſible? can you own fo much? © 
my tranſported heart! | Sy hoc». 

L. Bet. He ſays I have taken pleaſure in ſeeing you 
uncaſy——| own it———but *twas when that uneaſineſs 
I thought proceeded from your love; and if you did love 
—— I twill not be much to pardon it. 

L. Mor. O let my ſoul, thus bending to your power, 
adore this ſoft deſcending goodneſs ! 

L. Bet. And fince the giddy woman's flights I have 
ſhewn you too-often, have been publick, 'tis fit at laſt 
the amends and reparation ſhould be ſo: therefore 
what I offer'd to Sir Charles, I now repeat before this 
company, my utter deteſtation of any paſt or future 
gallantry that has or ſhall be offer'd by me to your un- 
eaſineſs. | | a | 

L. Mor. O be leſs generous, or teach me to deſerve 
it Now bluſh, Sir Charles, at your injurious ac- 
euſation. , 7 N * . 7 ; | 

L. Fop. Hah | Pardi woila quelque choſe d"extraordi- 
naire. © 1 4 N [Aldi. 

L. Bet. As for my Lord Foppington, I owe him 
thanks for having been ſo friendly an inſtrument of 
our reconeiliation; for though, in the little outward 
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gallantry I receiv'd from him, I did not immediately 
truſt him with my deſign in it, yet I have a better opi- 
nion of his underſtanding, than to ſuppoſe he cou'd 
miltake it. | 

L. Feb. I am ſtruck dumb with the deliberation of 
her aſſurance; and do not poſitively remember, that 
the non-chalance of my temper ever had fo bright an 
occaſion to ſhew itſelf before. 

L. Ber. My Lord, I hope you'll pardon the freedom [ 
have taken with you. 

L. Fop. O, madam, don't be under his confuſion of 
an apology upon my account; far in caſes of this na- 
ture am never diſappointed, but when I find a lady 
of the ſame mind two hours together . Madam, 
I have loſt a thouſand fine women in my time; but ne- 
ver had the ill manners to be out of humour with Pp 
one for refuſing me, ſince I was born. 

L. Bet. My Lord, that's a very prudent temper.-' 

L. Fop., Madam, to convince that I am in an 
univerſal peace with mankind, you own I have 
ſo far contributed to your happineſs, give me leave to 
have the honour of completing it, by joining- your 
hand where you have already offer'd up your incli- 
nation. — 

L. Bet. My Lord, that's a favour I can't refuſe you. 

L. Mor. Generous GO my Lord. 

[L. Fop.'joins their hands. 

L. = And 2 my breath, if ever I was beiter 
pleas'd ſince my firſt entrance into human nature. 

Sir Char. How now, my Lord! what! throw op 
the cards before you have loſt the game ? 

C. Fop. Look you, Charles, tis true, I did deſign to 
have play'd with her alone : but he that will keep well 
with the Ladies, muſt ſometimes be. content to make 
one at a poole with 'em: and fince I know I muſt en- 
gage her in my turn, I don't ſee any ae in let- 
ting bim take the firſt game with her, 

Sir Char. Wiſely:confider'd, my Lord. 

L. Ber. And now, Sir Charles 9 0 

Te Ghar. And now, madam, Pl! fave you the trou- 


dle of a long ſpeech: and in one word confeſs that 
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every thing I have done in regard to you this day was 
purely artificial I ſaw there was no way to ſecure 
you to my Lord Morelove, but by alarming your pride 
with the danger of loſing him: and ſince the ſucceſs 
mult have by this time convinc'd you, that in love no- 
_ is more ridiculous than an over- acted averſion; J 
am ſure you won't take it ill, if we at laſt congratulate 
our good-nature, by heartily laughing at the fright we 

ad put you in, Ha! ha! ha! 9. | 

L. Eaſy. Ha! ha! ha! | 

L. Bet. Why ——well, I declare it now, I hate you 


worſe than ever. | | PE | 
Sir Char. Ha! ha! ha! And was it afraid they wou'd 
take away its love from it Poor Lady Betty ! ha! 


ha 


L. Ea. My dear, I beg your pardon ; but *tis im- 
ſible not to laugh when one's heartily pleas'd. 


2 Fop. Really, madam, I am afraid the humour of 


the 'company will draw me into your diſpleaſure too ; 
but if 1 were to expire this moment, my laſt breath 
wou'd poſitively go out with a laugh. Hal ha! ha! 

L. Ber. Nay, I have deſerv'd it all, that's the truth 
on't - but I hope, my Lord, you were not in this deſign 
againſt mm. | 

L. Mor. As a proof, madam, I am inclin'd never 
to deceive you more, do confeſs I had my ſhare 
in't. 
L. Bet. You do, my Lord then I declare *twas a 
deſign, one or other the beſt carried on that ever J 
knew in my life ; and- (to my ſhame I own it) for aught 
I know, the only thing that could have prevail'd upon 
my temper : *twas a fooliſh pride that has coſt me many 
a bitten lip to ſupport it—1 wiſh we don't both repent, 
my Lord, 0 
IL. Mor. Don't you repent without me, and we never 


hall. 


Sir Char. Well, madam, now the worſt that the world 
can ſay of your paſt conduct, is, that my Lord had con- 


ſtancy, and you have try'd it. 


, _ * \ — 4 
5 # 1 9 — — 4 — " 
. 10 PL hay - F 2 * * 2 
A ETEET TY n * . . "x +8. p 
= 4 a * a . —# . . 7 A bx + 4 — 44 . 
5 * id : 2 832 IS > 3 3 4 2 OE * 
10 5 F 2 4 - p 5 8 1 1 \ y . 
N * Z 21 W ” 4 244 x PE 8 n - 5 _ 
þ — — * at "x " . 15 3 Q * o rc LA p 4 — _ 7 1 — 
r 8 e | 3 NES. a 
N r r l L . ö 0 7 3 


i now muſt part with 
pleaſures of my life. 
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Enter a Servant to Lord Morelove. 


Serv. My Lord, Mr. Le Fevre's below, and defires to 
know what time your Lordſhip will pleaſe to have the 
muſic begin. 

L. Mor. Sir Charles, what ſay you ? will you give me 
leave to bring 'em hither? _ 

Sir Char. As the Ladies think fit, my Lord. 

L. Ber. O! by all means, *twill be better here, un- 
leſs we cou'd have the terraſs to ourſelves. 

L. Mar. Then, pray deſire em to come hither im- 
mediately. | 


Serv, Yes, my Lord, [Exit Serv. 


Enter Lady G raveairs, 


Sir Char. Lady Graveairs ! | 

L. Grav. Ves! you may well ſtart ! but don't ſu 
poſe | am now come like a poor tame fool. to upbraid 
your guilt ; but, if I cou'd, to blaſt you with a look. 

Sir Char. Come, come, you have ſenſe, don't 
expoſe yourſelf —you are unhappy, and I own myſelf 
the cauſe : —the only ſatisfaction I can offer you, is to 
protelt no new engagement takes me from you; but a 
ſincere reflection of the long negle& and injuries I have 
done the beſt of wives; for whoſe amends and only ſake 
you, and all the inconvenient 


L. Grav. Have you then fallen into the low contempt 


of expoſing me, and to your wiſe too ? 


Sir Char, Twas impoſlible, without it, I cou'd ever 


be ſincere in my converſion. 


L. Grav. Deſpicable ! * 
Sir Char. Do not think ſo——for my ſake I know 


ſhe'll not reproach you———nor by her carriage, ever 
let the — - 


My dear 


d perccive you've wrong'd her. 


L. Fah. Lady Graveairs, J hope you'll ſup with us ? 
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F L. Grav. I can't refuſe ſo much good company, ma- 
dam. 

Sir Char. You ſee the worſt of her reſentment—— 
In the mean time, don't endeavour to be her friend, 
and ſhe' Il never be your enemy. | 

L. Grav. I am unfortunate——"tis what my folly has 
deſerv'd, and I ſubmit to it. 

L. Mor. So! here's the muſic. 

L. Faß. Come, Ladies, ſhall we fit ? 


After the Muſic, a SONG. 

we Abina with an Angel's Face, Þ 

2 By Love ordain d for Toy, 

Seems of the Sirens cruel Race, 
To charm and then deſtroy. 


- With all the Arts of Look and Dreſs, 
- She fans the fatal Fire; © 
Through Pride, miſtaken oft for Grace, 
She bids the Swains expire, © 


' The God of Lowe enrag d to ſee 
. The Nymph defy his Flame, 
Pronounc d his mercileſs Decree 
Againſt the Haughty Dame; 
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Let Age with double Speed overtake her, 
Let Love the Room of Pride ſupply ; 
And when the Lowers all forſake her, 
4 Haie Virgin let ber die. 


Sir Charles comes foward with Lady Eaſy. 
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Sir Char. Now, my dear, I find my happineſs grow 
faft 1 in all my paſt experience of the ſex, 
found even among the better ſort ſo much of folly, 

pride, malice, paſſion, and irreſolute. deſire, that J 
concluded thee but of the foremoſt rank, and there- 
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fore ſcarce worthy my concern; but thou haſt ſtirr'd me 
with ſo ſevere a proof of thy exalted virtue, it gives me 
wonder equal to my love If then the unkindly 
thought of what I have been, hereafter ſhou'd in- 
trude upon thy growing quiet, let this reflection teach 
thee to be eaſy: 


Thy wrongs when greatiſt, moſt thy virtue prov'd; 
And from that virtue found, I bluſp'd and truly lou d. 


[ Exennt, 


E PI Li.Qe Gy. 


Onqueſt and Freedom are at length our own, ! 


Falſe Fears of Slav'ry no more are ſhewn ; 

Nor Dread of paying Tribute to a foreign Throne. 

All Stations now the Fruits of Conqueſt ſhare, 

Except (if ſmall with great Things may compare) 8 

Th oppreſt Condition of the lab ring Player. 

Wer're ftill in Fears (as you of late in France) 

Of the Deſpotic Power of Song and Dance: 

For while Subſcription, like a Tyrant, reigns, 

Nature's neglected, and the Stage in Chains, | 

Ai Engliſh Actors Slaves to favell the Frenchman's 
Gains. 

Lite ÆEſop's Crow, the poor out-witted Stage, 

That liv'd on wholeſome Plays i 1h' latter Age, 

Deluded once to fing, ev'n juftly ferv'd, 

Let fall her Cheeſe to the Fox Mouth and flarv'd: 

O that our Fudgment, as our Courage has 4; 

Your Fame extended, wwou'd afſert our Cauſe, | 

_ nothing Engliſh might ſubmit to foreign Laws. 
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If we but live to fee that Joyful Day, ; 
Then of the Engliſh Stage, reviv'd we may, | 0 


As of your Honour now,- with proper Application, ſay : 


So when the Gallic Fox, by Fraud of Peace, 
Had lull'a the Britiſh Lion into Eaſe, | 
And ſaau that Sleep composr'd his couchant Head, 

He bids him wake, and ſee himſelf betray'd £ 

In Toils of treacherous Politics around him laid : 

Shewws him how one cloſe Hour of Gallic Thought 

Retook thoſe Towns for which be Years had fought, 

At this ib indignant Savage rolls his-fiery Eyes, 

Dauntleſs, tho* bluſhing at the baſe Surprize, 

Pauſes a while Bus finds Delays are wain : 

Compell'd to fight, be ſhakes his ſhaggy Mane; 

He grinds his dreadful Fangs ; and ftalks to Blenheim'”s 

Plain. | 

There with erected C refl, and horrid R bar, 

He furious plunges on through Streams of Gore, 

Ard dyes wwith falſe Bavarian Blood the purple Danubc's 
| Shore. | 

In one puſht Battle frees the deſtin d Slaves; 

Revi ves old Engliſh Honour, and an Empire ſaver. 
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FROM ſprightly Fletcher's looſe Confed rate Muſe, 

The unſiniſb'd Hints of theſe light Scenes awe chuſe; 
For with ſuch careleſs Haſte this Play was aurit, 
So unperus'd each T hought of flarted Wit; 
Each Weapon of his Wit fo lamely fought, 
That tabou d as ſcanty on our Stage be thought, 
As for a modern Belle my Grannam's Petticoat. 
do that from th Old we may with Juſtice ſay, 
Ie ſcarce cou'd cull the Trimming of a Play. 
All cou d be made on't is but Dethalbille, 
Tas loojely light, a 1 Falbala and Frille: 
No Set-dreſs Morals form'd in't to affright you, 
From the dear modiſh Follies that delight you. 
Unbluſring Vice in faireſt Forms may lurk, 
Nor fear the Smart of eur keen Satire's Jerk + 
Hand, and Mi ves to ſeparate Toys may ſteal, 
And mutual Rage their mutual Shame reveal ; 
Or more to top the Faſhion, fin in private, 
And mutual Guilt, their mutual Shame connive at: 
The flaming Beau may rattle through the Streets, 
And pay with Privilege the Tradeſman's Debts; 
While Spouſe at hems, whoſe Fondneſs has undone her, 
Her Tewels pawns for Sharpers Debts of Honour: 
Sharpers from Bubbles, too, Eſtates may find, 
And keep the Coaches that they ve rid behind : 
Our Chief; abroad may mount the Winter Trench, 
While Grooms at home with Wagers back the French: 
Parties *gainſt Parties tos may ſtrain the Laws, 
And each pretend their Country is their Cauſe ; 
When, if their Murmurings ſecret Spring you trace, 
Tis who enjoys, not who acts wrong in place; 
For when diſputed Profit's not i ib avay, - 
I'ou fee how nicely Points are lift by th Opera. 

E 2 


O G U., 


Mo, faith ! All forts of Men and Manners may 
From theſe laſt Scenes go wnreprov'd away. 
From late Experience taught, we ſlight th' old Rule 
Of Profit with Delight : This Play's All Fool 7 
| So clear of Senje, and garniſb d with Grimace, 


That auiſely it depends for its Succeſs | 
On dangling Bullock's Grin, and Pinky's Face. 
But if their humble Jeſts ſhould fail to win ye, 
Me beg ſome Grace for Signior Cibberini, 


Dramatis Perſons. 


M E N. 


Sir Oliver Outwit, Mr. Pinkethman, 
Young Outwzt, Mr. Vills. 
Cunningham, Mr. Booth. 
dir Gregory Gooſe, Mr. Bullock. 
Samuel Simple, © Mr. Cibber. Y 
Sir 7 hreadbare Gentry, Mr, Pack. 
| Priſcian, Mr, Keene, 
| ; ; 
ö ti 
| | b 
WO M E N. % 
| ne 
| Lucinda, Niece to Sir Oliver, Mrs, O/jeld. 8 
Mirabel, | Mrs. Porter. | 
| Geverns/s, | | Mrs. Willis. "i 


B Lady Gentry, Mrs, Fauch. 
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SCENE, Sir Oliver's Houſe. 


Enter Sip Oliver Outwit, exd Y. Outwit, 


Y. Out. CIR, Pm no boy, I have been at — thi 
half. ear. 

Sir OJ. Why then, Sir, you have been fit to live by 
your wits theſe two years. 

Y. Out. Wits, fir! 

Sir OJ. Wits, fir! ay, Wits, fir ! and a very at. 
lowance too; I thall be ſorry to find I have ſpent my 
time in getting a Fool; thou know'ſt all I have was got 
by my Wits. And cank thou own thyſelf ſo degenerate, 
as to tell me thau want'ſt money at thy years? Why, I 
never offered to tell my father ſo from a ſchool- boy. 

V. Out. You had very good luck ſure, fir ; pray, how: 
did you live? 

i Sir OJ. Why, as a gentleman ſhould live, by my Wits, 
A 

Y. Out. There are indo a great many ſuch gentle- 
men about the world, fir ; but men of honour. god for- 
wne call 'em ſharpers and andren. 


E 3 
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Sir O/. *Pſhah! ſome few rich fools that have paid 
for their experience of good company may rail at 'em 
perhaps ; (loſers muſt have leave to ſpeak, you know :) 
but we that are wiſer, know the uſe and value of an in- 
genious man. 
V. Out. Well, fir,” fince you own you have made a 


plentiful eſtate of your ingenuity, I hope you will let 


your poſterity be the better for't. 

Sir Ol. Ay, ay, that I will; why thou ſhalt have 
my very original receipt to make ſuch another for- 
tune by. 

V. Our. Pray let's hear it, fir. 

Sir OI. Why, fir, 1 had no ſooner bruſh'd into the 
world, but the firſt degree I took in thriving, was to 
lay cloſe intelligence for wenching; cou'd give this 
Lord, or that rich Citizen, a true catalogue of all the 
maidenheads between Charing-Cro/s and Aldgate ; how 
many lay amengſt chambermaids; how many in the Ex- 
change (tho? very few there, I muſt confeſs) ; and how 
many at the boarding- ſchool. 

Y. Out. But, fir, — 
pimping. 

Sir Ol. Sirrah ! I got many a round ſum by it, when 
my father would not give me a groat Then, fir, 
1 was in with all the top gameſters; and when there was 
a fat Squire to be fleec'd, I had my office among them 
too; and tho” I ſay it, was one of the neateſt operators 
about town. 

Y. Out. Why, this was turning downright ſharper, 


in our age this is called 


fir. | 

Sir Ol. Turning a penny, firrah! I liv'd! I liv'd! 
did not I live, Fool? I buiiled, I ftirred, I was as buſy 
as a bee, had all the world to rove in, and cull'd a 
maintenance from every flower. Traverſe, make honey, 
ſirrah ! and when you've taſted it, confeſs with me, that 
ſtolen ſweets are beſt, : | | 

Y. Our. And was this your courſe of life, fir ? 

Sir Ol. Till I grew old and purſy, and then I grew 
in men's opinions too, and confidence; then they be- 
gun to put things call'd Executorſhips upon me, the 
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charge of orphans, little harmleſs animals, that T 
chuck'd under the chin, and bound out to felt-makers 
and fiſh-mongers, to make 'em loſe and work away their 
gentry, diſguis'd their tender natures with hard cuſtom ; 
and ſo in time brought 'em to an utter ignorance of what 
they were born to. 

V. Out. Well, fir, ſuppoſe I ſhould get leave of my 
conſcience to reſolve upon this courſe of life, what ſe- 
curity have you, that I ſhall not make ev'n you the firſt 
example of my ingenuity ? 

Sir OJ. Ah! do that, and thou'lt win my heart for 
ever: No, no, that were too great a comfort: to expect 


thou ſhould'ſt gull me! Alas! Pm a great way out of 


thy depth; I can't hope for that bleſſing theſe three 
years. 

Y. Out. Since you provoke me, III try in two hours, 
for all that. [4/ide.] You'll part with nothing then t 
preſent, fir ? | 

Sir O. Not a ſingle teſter, 

V. Out. If a man ſitiou'd aſt your bleſſing, fir, in this 
humour, I ſuppoſe you'd refuſe him. 

Sir OJ. Let me but hear thou liveſt by thy Wits once 
and thou ſhalt make thy own terms with me. Let me 
firſt have a proof, that if I ſhou'd give thee land, thou 
haſt Wit enough to keep it: if not, thou art no Son 


of mine Then prithee why ſhou'd I ſupport thee ? 
And now thou know'ſt my humour —— Vaniſh, 
Vaniſh, — and never let me ſee that uncomfortable 


face of thine, till thou can'ſt ihew me a ſhilling of thy 
own petting. | 

V. Out. Sir, I'll endeavour to deſerve your good opi- 
nion, . Exit. 
Sir OJ. The ſooner, fir, the better — Ah! if one 
cou'd but recall youth again, what a ſweet penny 
might a man make of his experience! But I'm too 
old now, and reduc'd, I fear, to the laſt ingenious ex- 
ploit 1 ſhall ever be able to go through with: if I can 
marry my niece to Sir Gregory Gooſe, and by that means 
ſecure one fourth of her fortune to my own uſe, 


which he has compounded for; [ll e'en ſhake hands 
E 4 d 


_ * 1 0 2 1 1 : we ang 
— 1 : 0 75 7 * ; 5 L . * — „1 n = 
> A h ” '*. 5 8 r 2 N bh 2 
. 2 * n 2 EO re ae Bos, Afr i — <5 SS — * : CES " PR 
* * 7 > 5 Xa > =>. 2 Q - — E 4, P _ 
1. — . 2 


— 0 4 

r 

—— + bh — 2 2 
py o, Y — 
— - 2 2 * : 2 nfs A; — 
* os . ** — 5 - 2 2 
. 2 . 

—_ a — 24 — 


—— —— — — 
* <-> *. » * 
F y ; — 4 1 
* . ys AY P . — K ern "% 7 S and feet 2 8 — 
* c 83 8 Me r : * "bH, | 
2 — * 3 2 _ * 7 wy F E * * 1 

” $20 a IS "= * * A _—— i * 

— — YA 4 - p - - — = 

* 1 - 3 —— N 5 


r 
_—_—_— * 2 


— 
om aA * 
Sn... — — re 


— : 
— 
„ 


— 2 — 
r 
422 . 


104 The R ry al Foots 


with the world, give over buſineſs, and when I can cheat 
5 longer, turn honeſt, and fall faſt aſleep in my great 
air. 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Sir, here's Sir Gregory Gooſe deſires to ſpeak 


with you, | | 
Sir O. Shew him up, I'Il wait upon him in an in- 
Kant, [ Exit. 


Emer Sir Gregory Gooſe, and Cunningham. 


Sir Greg. Well, dear Cunningham! I wiſh I may 
never laugh again, if thou art not the pleaſanteſt com- 
panzon that ever gentleman took a fancy to—Pr'ythee 
go on with thy ſtory, for I durſt lay my life thou wipeſt 
this fcoliſh knight's noſe of his miſtreſs at laſt, Pr'ychee 
O on. 
- Cun, Did ever gudgeon bite ſo greedily? And fo, 
fir, as I told you, finding myſelf deſperately in love 
with this Lady, and ten thouſand. times more ſo, when 
J heard ſhe was to be married to another; I ſaw at laſt 
there was no hope of my ever ipeaking a word to her, 
but by even. tacking mylclf as a miſerable companion 
to the impertinent .coxcomb, that I knew was deſign'd 
for her huſband. | 

Sir Greg. Ha! ha! Well, I ſwear that was fo archly 
contriv'd ! What! and ſo this coxccmbly fool of a 
rival took thee along with him to viſit her! Hal ha! 
ha ! | 

Cun. I vow, Sir Gregory, your apprehenſion is ſo 
quick. there's. no ſurpriſing you with any thing. | 

Sir Greg, Ha! ha! I knew I ſhould ſmoak the jelt ; 
but that ſenſeleſs rogue of a rival, that cou'd think a 
man of thy ingenuity wou'd keep company with a fool, 
for nothing. 

Cun. Right, fir; but if there were no Fools, you 
knew, half the Wits of the world won'd be ſtarv'd. 

Sir Greg, Faith ! and that's true again ; and therefore, 
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what a comfort it is when we ingenious men take a 
ſriendlycare of one another — But here comes, the old 
knight my uncle-in-law. 


Enter Sir Oliver. 


Sir OJ. Sir Gregory Gooſe, T am your moſt humble 
ſervant : is this gentleman your friend, fir ? 

Sir Greg. 1 am his friend, Sir Oliver, and that's much 
at one, you know. | 

Sir Ol. Sir, he's welcome - May I crave his name? 

Sir Greg, Young Cunningham, a Norfolk gentleman, 
one that has lived among our family of the Goo/es ever 
fince I can't tell how long; we all ſtrive to have him. 
Between you and J, fir, he's ſuch a deviliſh pleaſant 
cur of a Wit, that ſome of our name have gone to 
law for bim and now it happens to be my 
turn to have him: not but, as moſt Wits are, he's 
conſumed chargeable, tho* I can't part with him when 
I have a mind to it: I only uſe him at preſent by way 
of giving myſelf an air or fo, till my marriage is over, 
and then I'll have nothing to do with wit as long as I 
hve, Well, but where's this niece of yours, ol& 
uncle-in-law, that ſhall be? When will ſhe be viſible 1 — 
for you don't ſuppoſe l'Il buy a pig in a poke, ſure, 
Pr'ythee let's ogle her abit. 

Sir Ol. You'll pardon my caution, fir, ſhe has been 
us'd to reſtraint ; had ſhe been eaſy to be ſeen, perhaps 
you had never ſeen her; there's many a beggarly thing 
call'd An't like your Honour, many a poor Lord that 
lies in wait for her, and then ſlap, at the firſt daſh ſhe's 
a Counteſs, and undone ; it has been many a poor young 
woman's misfortune ! This whe:s him to her. [Aas 

Sir Greg. O law! What, is ſhe fo cruel handiome 
then? Dear fir, pray let's clap up the wedding imme--. 
_— are you ſure ſhe's not ſtolen already? Hark 


Sir Ol. What's the matt 


* 


Sir Greg. Every coach that goes by, as I'm alive; 
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goes to the heart of me: are you ſure ſhe's in the houſe, 
& 

Sir OI. That doubt, fir, ſhall be eas'd immediately. 
Who's there? Deſire my niece to walk hither 
And now I think on't, Sir Gregory, you ſhall give her a 
taſte of your wit before you ſee her ; we'll have a little 
ſport with her. 

Sir Greg. O dear, how, pray ? Pray let's have it, for 
I love ſport cruelly. 

Sir OI. Why thus, fir ; when my niece comes in, you 
ſhall hide yourſelf behind the arras, and I'll preſent 
your friend to her in your ftead, if your friend will do us 
the favour to ſtand for you. W 
Sir Greg. *Pſhah ! He ſhall ſtand for any thing; why 
his ſupper lies in my breeches here; by this light, he 
ſhall faſt elſe. 2 

Sir Ol. Then, fir, when he has ſpoken the Pro- 
logue to your love, up flies the curtain, and out ſtart 
you, the very Play itſelf ; how will ſhe be dazzled then ! 
how will ſhe bluſh, and frown, and fmile again, then 
laugh, and own herſelf to be wooed, and won victori- 
oully ! ; 

Sir Greg. Well! III ſay it, this will be the curiouſeſt 
fun in the world. 

K Sir OJ. Hiſt ! Here ſhe comes To your poſt, 
. . 121 
Sir Greg. O la! Now fhall 1 bite my lips through 
for fear of laughing. [Ext 
Sir O. I am given to underſtand you are a Wit, fir. 

Cun. I am one that fortune ſhews but ſmall favour to, 
fir. 
Sir O1. Good — And to tell yeu the truth, I am 
taken with a Wit, fir. 8 

Cun. Fowlers catch woodcocks ſo: don't ſhew a Wit 
your weak fide, fir. 

Sir OJ. Ha! a ſmart fellow, faith——he'ad rather 
loſe his dinner than his jeſt——1 fay, fir, 1 love a Wit 
the beſt of all things. | 

Cun. Always except yourſelf, fir. | 

Sir Of, Hah! he has bobb'd me twice now, all in a 
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breath, But here comes my niece——you know your 
buſineſs with her. 
Cun. With a woman, fir | *tis e'en the very ſame it 
was five thouſand years ago; no fool can mils it. 
Sir Ol. Mum. i 


Enter Niece and Governeſs. 


Niece, you muſt give me leave to recommend this gen- 
tleman to your affection. 

Cun. Don't mock me, Fortune. [ 4/cde. 

Sir Ol. How do you like him ? Hum, hum. 

: [ Laughs. Alide. 

Niece, What means this riddle, Cunningham ? [Aſide.] 
As he is your choice, fir, I can't but give him wel- 
come. | 

Sir OI. To her, to her, man Ha! ha! | 

Cun. I hope, madam, your good-nature will put a 
right conſtruction on chis attempt to ſee you, tho” had 
time to tell you how, you'd find it more my Fortune's 
doing than my forwardneſs. | 

Niece, I muſt humour this, to find the riſe on't. 
[4/4e.)] As you are my uncle's choice, fir, I give you 
a ſincere and hearty welcome: what he commands me, 
I ſhall ever chearfully obey. 2355 

Can. You heard he did command you. 

Sir OJ. Ha! ha! the rogue does it rarely. 

Niece. And therefore, fir, I yield my hand 

Cun. Your lips [ King ber. 

NMiece. And may in time my heart. [X et her hand. 

Sir OI. Hold, hold, fir, your part goes a little too far 
not ſo feelingly. 

Cun, My joys are mockeries— doubly ſo, I fear; 
for all ſhe ſaid might be as well the act of her obedience 
as real inclination——1If ſhe has love, I have a thought 
will ſearch it. | [{/de. . 

Sir OJ. Ha! ha! Well, Niece, and fo you really think 
him a very pretty fellow ? . 

Niece. Sir, from my heart I thank you for him: had 
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my own eyes been ſet at liberty to make a public choice, 
it cou'd not have done more to pleaſe my heart, than 
your indulgence has. 
Sir Ol. Nay then, girl, what wilt thou ſay, when I 
ew thee him I've really choſen — Alas! poor Niece 
this is but the ſcabbard of the man I mean for thee ; but 
now I draw the ſhining blade ſhall glitter in thy eyes, 
and pierce thee thro', 
Niece. What mean you, fir ? 
Sir Ol. What, ho! Sir Gregory“ Approach, my lad of 
thouſands. | 


Enter Sir Gregory, Aruttirg. 


Sir Greg. Who calls me? | 

Niece. What motion's this ! What limber-jointed: ba- 
by ! Why he moves by wires, fir ! a mere wooden- 
tumbler! I have ſeen children play with ſuch. 
Sir Ol. Don't be a fool; I tell you this-is the gentle- 
man. 

Niecs.. This! Fie, fir! When I was a girl, you us'd 
to bring me home a prettier huſband than this upon the 


outſide of a ſugar-cake, 
Speak. to her, Sir 


Sir Ol. Is the devil in thee? 
Gregory. . 
Sir Greg. Ay, now you ſhall ſee, I'll fetch her about 
preſently. Madam, 1—1 

Niece. Wou'd you ſpeak with me, fir > 

Sir Greg. Speak with you, fir! | 

Niece. Have you any thing ta ſay, fir * 

Sir Greg. Hoity-toity ! You are ſo ſnap, and ſo ſhort; 
fo:ſooth : why what a duce do people uſe to ſpeak to: 
folks, and have nothing to ſay to em? 

Niece. Nay, there are ſuch fools, fir ; but perhaps 
you are of another ſort: but, however, let me hear 
what you have to ſay, and if I don't give you a very 
particular odd fort of an anſwer, fay I am no woman: 
come, come, let's hear what you have to ſay ? 

Sir Greg. Bibble-babble, why your tongue runs ſo 
faſt, madam, that you won't let me put in a ſyllable. 


8 wh. its. 2 


0 


the impertinencg of youth's intolerable: come, come, 


might do much, I think, fir, 
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Niece. Who I, ſir? I am dumb. 
Sir Greg. Why then I ſay, madam—— 
Niece, I know what you wou'd ſay, ſi | 
Sir Greg. What the devil ! before | open my mouth ! 
Niece. Why then, fir, to pleaſe you, Edo not know 
what you wou'd ſay. 8 N 
Sir Greg. Very well! Why then I ſay, that a 
I'gad 1 don't know what I was going to ſay myſelf 
now. 
Sir Ol. Don't provoke me, huſly, for once more I tell. 
you this is the gentleman. 
Niece. O pray, fir, don't impoſe on me fo groſly: 
this is the man, I'm ſure, you really mean for me. 
Sir Ol. Oons! you won't perſuade me out of my 
ſenſes, will you? | 
Cun. Now to try her home.. LAlde. 
Niece. Look you, uncle, Iwill allow you have wit, and 
manage A jeſt as well as any man of your years; but 
when an humour grows ſtale, you know, you ſhould 
really give it over. | 
Sir OI. What the devil ſhall I do with her? 
Cun. [To the Gov.] I never ſaw comelineſs and. good- 
humour join'd before. 
Gov. Nay, dear, ſweet fir, how can you offer theſe 
words to an old gentlewoman? 
Niece. Sir, if you are not buſ [To Cun.. 
Gov, Why, how now, boldface ! Is that your manners. 
to interrupt a gentleman when he's private ? | 
Niece, Sir 
Cun, Away fifteen, here's fifty-one's worth fifteen 
hundred of thee. | | 
Gov. Why, get you gone, I ſay——Theſe giddy 
irls are ſo vain, there's no giving em a reaſonable an- 
er, 


Cun. Ay, ay, give me years and underſtanding ; 


ne'er diſguiſe it, I know you are a teeming woman 
yet. N | 
Gov. Ay, in troth, a handſome young gentleman 
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Cu. Did not I tell you ſo? 

Gov, And I ſhou'd play my part, I believe, or I were 
ungrateful. | - 

Niece. This neglect's intolerable. [ Aſide.] I will move 
him or remove him Sir f 
: _ Your pardon, madam,  ——— Pm really a little 
afp.-+ - | | 
= Niece. Infolent —— If I am not even with 

im 

Sir Ol. Why, did not I tell thee, child, this was 
none of thy gentleman Now we have nettled the 
baggage. 5 

dir Greg. Ay, madam, was not you told before, 
that. I was the perſon that you were to ſet your heart 
upon ? 

Niece. Sir, let me aſk a thouſand pardons. Twas the 
error of my obedience, not my judgment. Pray, let 
me view the gentleman nearer, uncle; I ſcarce have 
ſeen him yet; 1 only humm'd him over at firſt, as law- 
yers do a bill in Chancery. Where were my eyes ! upon 
life, a handſome gentleman : agreeable, now I diſtinaly 
read him. a ; | 

Sir Greg. [Strutting.] Tum, tum. [ Sings, 

Niece. Say he be a little too ſhambling in his gait, 
a dancing-maſter will ſoon bring that to an eaſy negli- 

nce, that all your fine gentlemen are ſo fond of: 
well dreſs'd, ftrait limbs, and two manly calves, (if they 
are but his own) that look as if they wou'd not ſhrink 
at the ninth child, | 
Sir Greg, Tum, tum, dum. 

Niece. A voice too, ſurpriſing! h 
Sir Greg, Tum, tum, dum. | | Loader. 

| Niece. Where was my judgment? | 

Sir Greg, Tum, tum, dum. 

Niece. Well, I ſhall be the happieſt woman breath- 
ing. Pray, fir, make my peace withhim: I am under 
all the confuſion in the world, to think 1 cou'd receive 
him fo rudely. 

Sir O/, D'ye hear, Sir Greg? D'ye hear? D'ye 
hear ? all's over; ſhe begs your pardon, Stick to her-; 
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cloſe, cloſe, you wag, and don't give her a moment's 
time to cool again. | SLED IF | 
Cun. [ Aſide.] Confuſion! but to ſhew myſelf con- 
cern'd might ruin me, | 
Sir Greg. Madam, I am the very humbleſt of your 
foot-balls; and I with I may never be married, ma- 
dam, if I am not ſorry for your ſorrow : but if ever I 
truſt that old gentleman's wit, to play the fool with any 
miltreſs of mine again, Pl give you leave to call me 
a Rhinoceros, And now we are friends, madam, let's 
een join hands, and revenge ourſelves upon that rogue 
Cunningham, that had like to have ſet us together by 
the ears: I'II ſpoil his market with the old gentle- 
woman, I warrant you, Y 
Niece. With all my heart, ſir. 
Sir Ol. Well, fir, do you thrive? How goes your 
ſuit forward ? HEM? | 
Cun. Softly and fairly, fir, m taking meaſure 
for the widow's mind, and hope to fit a man to it 
ſhortly. 
So. Who wou'd have dreamt of a young morſel at 
this time of day? To ſee how unlook'd-for things will 
happen 
Sir Greg. Widow, don't truſt him; widow, he's a 
younger brother; he will ſwear and lye like a 
French Gazette; he has not one ſhilling in the 
world, and lives upon his impudence, like an O6- 
ſerwator. | | 
Gov. And I tel] you, fir, he brings more content to 
a woman with that nothing, than lie that brings his 
thouſands with a falſe heart. 
. Niece. Give you joy of your good fortune, fir. Hal 
a! $ 
Sir Ol. And pray, fir, make my houſe your own ; J 
fee you are a man of wit, ſir, and I honour you. 
Can. Sir, I thank you———Come, widow, now, 
To cloſer converſe let's retire, 
And rake the embers of defrre. [Exeunt, 
Nice. So! he is reſolved to ſtand it, I fee. 
| [ Exit. 
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Enter V. Outwit, Sir Threadbare Gentry, and Priſcian. 


F. Out. Are we all fit? 

Sir Thr, To a hair, fir. 

Y. Out. Are you perfect, Doctor Pri/cian ? 

Priſ. Ad unguem, domine. 

V. Out. Very well; but will your conſcience bate 
nothing, ſay you, of a whole ſhare for your wife, while 
ſhe does nothing for't? | | 
Sir Thr. Look you, fin, my wife's ready, had ſhe been 
called; and, hike a ſoldier, expects her pay, whether 
ſhe fights or not. 7 

Priſ. Faith for theſe five years, Ego peſſum probare, I 
have had a hungry ſtarving fhare with 'em, and the has 
always had an equal ſhare with me. | 

V. Out. What! preſent, or not preſent ? 

Priſ. Refidens, aut non refidens, per fidem.. | 

V. Out. Pr'ythee, my dear Propria que maribus, hold 
your tongue, or I'll depoſe you from half your ſhare 
preſently : Tho“ your %, & bc turpis, & Qui mihi 
diſcipulus brains, (that never got any thing but by Ac- 
cidence and uncertainty) allow'd her ſhare, mult I do it, 
that bring you 4 concluſions of wit ;. heredita- 
ry rules for my father to get by. | 

Sir Thr. Sir, if you talk till Doomſday, my wife 
mult have her ſhare. | 

V. Our. he rogues find I can't do without em, and 
I muſt comply. | 

Sir Thr. Are you content ? fe 2 

Y. Out. I mult be, it ſeems ————Odſo! here 
comes my father. Pr:i/cian, you begin firſt ; take care 
you don't blunder now, for he has ſome ends of Latin, 
1 can tell you——— but don't fear him ! If I find. 
you are ſtuck, I'II pop in to relieve you. — 
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Euter Sir Oliver, and Sir Gregory. 


Sir Ol. Pſhah, Nephew / (for fo I'Il venture to call 
you now) if you have met with no greater OO 
ment than what you mention, your buſineſs is done, fir ; 
ſhe's your own. 

Sir Greg. Faith, fir, I told you the worſt ;. for I put 
her fairly to't, and felt her as far as I durſt, and her 
{trongeſt repulſe was, that ſhe faid ſhe wiſh'd there were 
a little more of the ſoldier in me, that, upon occaſion, 
I might have courage enough to beat a raſcal], for put- 
ting her into a lampoon, or ſo. | 

ir Ol. O that's but reaſonable Why, you are 
ſtrong enough to break a head, I believe. 

Sir Greg, Why, faith, I believe I cou'd, if a fellow | 
were to ſtand fair, and I were pretty ſure he wou'd not 
ſtrike again. 7 5 

Sir OJ. Can't you practiſe a liitle upon a tavern- 
drawer, or a box-keeper at the — HA 

Sir Greg, O no! hang 'em, they are ſuch ſilver. 
tongu'd rogues, there's no fixing a ſingle ſaucy word 
upon 'em: but if courage were to be fold, I'm ſure 1 
have a heart that wou'd give as much for't as e'er a 
gentleman that blows, | 
Sir Ol. Breathes, breathes, that's the proper phraſe, 
3 | | 

Sir Gg. Blows, I fay, blows for a ſoldier, fir—— 

Sir OJ. Ay, for a ſoldier, I grant you. BEE 

Sir Greg. Slid! ll ſwallow a whole buſhel of bullets, 
and good round ones too, but I'll have ſomething of the 
toldier ia me. 3 

Sir Thr, Will you on and beg, or ſteal and be hang'd ? 

Sir Greg. A little of the ſcholar too, ſhe hinted ;. but 
told her learning was not a thing for a gentleman to. 
trouble his head about. 5 wy 

Priſ. Salvete Domini benigniſimi, munificentiſſimi. 

Sir Ol, Satvete dicis ad nos f———— Fubeo te ſalvere. 
Nay, fir, we have Latin in us, and other metal too: 
Now, fir, you ſhall ſee me talk with this fellow. 


ü- —Mé — — 5 m — —— 
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of his penn'd ſpeec 


Sir Greg. Ad! I cou'd find in my heart to talk with 
him too, if I cou'd but underſtand him. | 

Priſ. Chariſimi dofiifſimique domini, ex abundantia 
earitatis veſire, effote propitii in me jejunum, pauperem, 
miſerum, Q omni conſolatione exulem. 
Sir O/, Upon my faith, fir, a very deep ſcholar! 
but I'll to him again. 
Sir Greg. Pray, fir, does he beg or ſteal this lan- 


guage? or what ? Why he may call one fool, for aught 


I know, and a man never the wiſer. 
Sir O/. He begs, he begs, fir. 
- Priſ. Zece domine ; ecce in occulis lacrymarum lumen, 
in ore fames, ſitiſgue, & in omni parte neceſſitas & indi- 
entia. | | 
s Sir Ol. Audi tu bonus ſocius : tu es ſcholaſticus, fic in- 
telligo. Ego faciam argumentum —— Now mind, fir, 
now ['l] fetch him up, you ſhall ſee——A hum, a hum! 
Sir Greg, Well, 1 have been fetch'd up an hundred 
times for this, and yet cou'd never learn half ſo much. 
Sir Ol, Andi, & reſponde; hoc eft argument um] No- 
men eſt nomen, ergo, Quod eff tibi nomen! Reſponde nunc 
— — Hum, hum eJponde Argumentum meum. 
Now I put him to't, fir. | 
Y. Out. [ Peeping.) Step in, ſtep in, the raſcal's out 
f, and can go no farther. 
Sir. Ol. Cur non reſpondes, domine ? 
Priſ. Oh! Domine, tanta mea eſt miſeria. 
V. Out. O! he's in again, 2 
Priſ. Ut node mecum pernoctat egeſlas, luce guotidib 
paupertas habitat. 
Sir Ol. Sed quod eſt tibi nomen? & quis dedit, reſpondi 
argumentum ? | 
Priſ. A hem, a hem! | | 
V. Out. He's dry, he hems again, on quickly. 


Enter Sir Threadbare. 


Sir Thr. Courteous gentlemen, if the brow of a mili- 
tary face may not be offenſive to your generous eye- balls, 
let his wounds ſpeak better than his words, for ſome 


57 
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ſmall branch, or the leaſt ſprig of charity to be planted 
upon this poor bai ren ſoil of a ſoldier. | 

Sir Ol. Why, how now! What, arms and arts both 
go a-hegging? | 
Sir Greg. Pray, let me give 'em ſomething, and be 
gone; for if any diſpute ſhould happen among us, 1 
am able to anſwer neither of 'em: for this iron and 
Reel tongue of his is full as crabbed to me as t'other's 
Latin. | 

Sir Ol. Stay, ſtay, fir, I'Il talk with 'em a little firſt : 
let me alone with 'em, I'll examine both, Pl try whe- 
ther they live by their wits or no, 

OY Ay! if ſtarving be living, you may ſee 
they do. 

Sir OI. And what? Do you both beg together- 
then ? 

Priſ. Conjunctis manibus profecto, domi ne. 

Sir Thr. , With equal fortunes, Sir, equal diſtribu- 
tion, there's not the breadth of a ſword's point uneven 
in our diviſion. | 

Sir Greg, Well! to ſee what two rich qualities are 
here caſt away upon two poor fellows ! ad I warrant 
if a man cou'd buy theſe creatures now, and might 
but kill 'em, and boil em down to a jelly, and take a 
porringer of 'em faſting every morning, they wou'd ſo 
ſtrengthen one's underſtanding, that in a month's time 
one might be fit for a biſhop, ar a general. | 

Sir CJ. Come, fir, join your charity with mine, and 
we'll make 'em up a couple of pence between us. 

Sir Gree. Why, if a man cou'd but have a Penny- 
worth for his penny, I did not care how much | laid out 
with 'em. 

Y. Out. Save you, gentlemen! Theſe beggars are ſo 
troubleſome there's no paſling the ſtreets for em. 

Sir Thr, Generous fr, do not deſpiſe our miſery ; we 
were not born to beg ! | 

Priſ. Ante obitum felix nemo, ſupre nague Fata. 

Y. Out. Pray, gentlemen, what are they * 

Sir Ol. Faith, fir, as you ſee, Mars and Mercury; a 
couple of poor planets that Jupiter has turn'd out of t heir 


116 The RIVAL Fools. 
4 


er to live by their wits, and we were juſt about a 
k of charity to kindle em a new fire. 

V. Out. Hold, fir! not but I commend your 
deſign, but wou'd not have your charity abus'd 
by the undeſerving. Which is he that profeſſes the 
foldier ? | | 

Sir O/. He, fir, that has liv'd to ſhame the world 
with' his n witneſs the dangerous and unre- 
warded life he has led in it theſe pair of half ſcore 

ears. 
N V. Out. In what ſervice have you been ?—— You'll 
pardon my intercuption, gentlemen, 

Sir Ol. Pray go on, ſir -—— you ſeem to under- 
ſtand 'em. | 

Sir Thr, The firſt ſervice, fir, that fluſht me a foldier, 
was that memorable battle at 4/cazar-in Barbary, where 
the noble Exgliſb Stukely fell; and where that royal Por- 
tugucze Sebaſtian ended his life. 

Y. Out. Um! This can be no counterfeit, 

Sir Ol. I don't think you'll find him one, fir. 

'Y, Out. But, fir, methinks you don't ſhew the marks 
of a ſoldier! Have you. brought home no ſcars to be 


your chronicle ? 


Sir Thr, Sir, | have wounds, and many, but in thoſe 
parts where nature and humanity bid me bluſh to ex- 
poſe 'em. . 

V. Out. Come, ſir, IL'Il try your ſcholar too; I'll 
ſee if he has learning enough to deſerve his being poor 
Lou have the languages, I preſume, fir; 1 mean 
the chief, as Hebrew, Syriac, Greek, Latin, and ſo 
forth. h 

Pri/. Aliquaniulum non totaliter, domine. 

Sir O Nay, Sir, I have try'd him deep in the Latin, 
and indeed find him very well grounded ————very well. 
grounded. | 
V. Out. Then, fir, 111 touch him a little in the Greek- 
Toia Miois Fathercis Oldfooleros Afiniſoy. | 

Priſ. Kai Yonkeros ſilligous Bambooſlomenos.. 

V. Out. Cheateron ton biton ? 

Priſ. Tous Pollous Purſes Pickpockettoss. 
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V. Out. Upon my credit, fir, a very great maſter 
of the Greek. ; 

Sir OI. Why, I ſee it, ſir.— There's a bottom in 
him; the man's deep. 

V. Oat. I'll only trouble your patience with a little 
Syriac, fir and then, 

Sir OJ. O pray, Sir 

Y. Out. Kircom ſhag a dou mat hell bedaſh Bragmen. 

Priſ. Haſhagath, Rabgaboſh ſhobeth, Onoriadka. 

Y. Out. Colpack, Rubaſca, gnawerthem ſhighhag. 
Priſ. Napſhamothen, Ribſie, Bongomoſh Cathemech Na- 

59. 
oY Out. Gentlemen, I have done; if any man can 
go farther, I confeſs myſelf at a nonplus. 

Sir Greg. Not l, faith, fir, I was at my top in ho- 
neſt old Engliſh, I was never double-tongu'd, I thank 
my hard fortune. 

V. Out. Faith, gentlemen, *tis pity [ſtand away a 
little, friend) I ſay, 'tis pity fellows ſo endow'd, fo 
qualified with the gifts of nature and arts, ſhou'd have 
ſuch a ſcarcity of fortune's benefits; is it not a reproach, 
think you, a ſhame to this iron-hearted age ? 

Sir OI. *Tis fo indeed, and a thouſand pities men of 
their parts ſhou'd want. When I do a thing, I love 
to do it handſomely — Come, fir, here's my groat, 

v. Out. For what, fir? | 

Sir Ol. Sir, I love to ſee merit rewarded. 

Y. Out, With a groat, fir? O! give em nothing, a 
thouſand times rather give em nothing: For my part, 1 
own their misfortunes have touch'd me deeper, and tho? 
I have little but my wits to live by— Here, friends, 
here's half I have in the world for you; four angels to 
guide you to your lodgings; a poor gentleman's good» 

will at lealt, | | 

Priſ. Ah! Gratias, benignifieme domine, gratias guan- 
tas poſſum maximas habeo. [ Seems to weep. 

p Sir OJ. dir Greg. This is but an indifferent example 
or us, | $76 

v. Out. Let me not live if the very joy of their re- 
lief does not draw the tears into their manly eyes! 1 
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can't bear the ſhock=— Here, gentlemen, there's the 
reſt for you; take purſe and all, Pm ſorry tis not full to 
ſerve you. | 3 

Sir Ol. We ſhall be undone ! Now where's my wit ? 

Sir Greg. Puh! Pox of Wit! when a gentleman has 
money ; there, you ingenious curs you, there's the de. 
vil and all for you—Come, come, Sir Nunkle, down 
with your duſt——[ have given 'em five pieces. | 

Sir Ol. Why, then there's as many I know the 
value of a man of wit, 

Sir Thr. May ſoldiers ever defend ſuch charities. 

Priſ. And ſcholars pray for their increaſe. 

Sir Ol. They may pray for you, fir, you have mend- 
ed the ſcholars commons to-day, I believe—But hark 
you, fir, you ſaid you liv'd by your wits: I can tell 
you if you are often troubled with theſe fits of bounty, 
you'll ſtarve your underſtanding. 

Y. Out. I cant't think ſo, fir; the ſeed of virtue ne- 
ver wants its harveſt—— Gentlemen, your humble ſer- 
vant. [Ex. Y. Out, 
Sir Greg. Faith, fir, I only gave mine to give my- 
ſelf an air For between you and I, a man had as 

light of a reaſonable thicf, as a beggar of unrea- 


nable miſery. _. | 


Re-enter Y. Outwit. 


Odſo! Here comes the gentleman again, and I fancy tis 
to beg his half back « TW" | 

Sir OI. Like enough! Sharp's the word! we'll have 
half ours too. 

Y. Out. D'ye hear, friends— ] muſt beg your par- 
don, here's a ſmall gold crown, that lay conceal'd in 
my fob, that I had like to have wrong'd you of— but 
now you have all, I can aſſure you. 

Sir Ol. A hum! hum! Bruſh off, bruſh off, this fel - 
low's bewitch' d. | 

Sir Greg. O ſilly, ſhallow-brain'd cur |! 

[ Exeunt Sir Oliver and Sir Gregory. 

Sir Thr, So, here's ten pieces for a breakfaſt, . boys! 
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coming up from the univerſity, whom he deſigns for 


pound, the hour, the place, the action, ſhall be at 
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v. Out. Pſhah! a trifle l a by-blow, only for mirth's 
ſake |! But we muſt have better purchaſe, lads! Now 
I want a fourth perſen for another project that I have 
ripen'd. 

Fir Thr. My wife's your man, fir. 

Y. Out, Have you any breeches for her ? 

Pri/. Sir, ſhe has worn nothing elſe fince ſhe was 
married, I can witneſs, figuratively ſpeaking. | 

Sir Thr. Hold your peace, Trope——But to ſpeak 
truth, ſhe does. not fear the crack of a piſtol ; dares ſay 
{tand to a grazier.. 

Priſ. Probatum fuit profecto, domine. 

Y. Out. Good ! Let her be at the rendezvous in her 
maſculine gender. My father has a young nephew 


orders, Eaſy Maſter Credulous Outauit Well meet 
him at the town's end 

Sir Thr, And rob him ———— 

Y. Out. No; but he ſhall rob one of us, and that ſhall 
rob my father of an hundred pieces to bring him off, and 
make him thank me for taking ſo little: for there's the 
ambition of my wit, to live upon his profeſt wit, that 
has turn'd me out to live by my wits. 23 . 

Priſ. Cum hirundinis alis tibi regratulor. 

Y, Out. A man's habit, a ſham bag of a hundred 


night agreed on. And now, my wiſe father, you ſhall 
find P11 put my flender portion out to intereſt ; foil you 
even at your own weapon. | 


And to confirm yourſelf in me renate, 417 5 
PU prove at leaſt my wit*s lagiti mate. | [Exeunt, 
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SCENE, Sir Oliver's Houſe. 


Enter Cunningham alone, | 
Cu. W. ever man ſo fairly caught in a trap of 


| his own baiting ? No provok'd waſp can be 

more troubleſome than this old ſtump of a woman 1 
have drawn after me; I thought to have made her my 
ſtalking-mare to Lucinda, and inſtead of that the hag 
has clapt a bit in my mouth, and rides me like a poſt- 
horſe, and tis impoſſible to throw her; ſhe ſticks as 
cloſe as a ſaddle -I had no way to get a minute out of 
her company, but by telling her I was troubled with a 
diabetes. O! the devi 


Enter Geverne/s. 


Co. Why, how now, ſweeting, ——What, a whole 
half-hour from me? A young man ſhou'd think every 
minute a month in love. 

Cun. Why, ſo I do, my bird while I am in your 
curſed company. | LAlide. 

Goh. Eh! bird! eh! if thou'lt be rul'd, I'll build thee 
a comfortable [//mickering)) neſt, that will ſtand all Rorms; 
you ſhan't need to fear a weather-wreck of your for- 
tune; and cne day it may be youngling ſeaſon too, and 
then I hope to have thee always near me. 

Cun. A pox of your paſſion! But hark you, 
ſweeting! Prithee tell me, has my good friend, fit 
Gregory, any hopes of ſucceeding with his miſtreſs Ls 
cinda ? 


2 
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Gov, No, by my faith, has not he, if you'll take 
my word for't ; ſetting his Worſhip aſide, in my mind, 
he looks like a fool. | 

Cun. Nay, faith, ne'er divide 'em for that matter, 
Fool and Worſhip are no ſuch ſtrangers now-a-days ; but 
my meaning is, does ſhe give any hearty encouragement ? 
o be plain, have they as fair hopes of one ano- 
ther, as (Cupid bleſs us!) we have? | 

Gov. Troth, I do not perceive any ſuch great for- 
wardneſs in her ! He offer'd to kiſs her to-day, and ſhe 
laid him over the face with her fan, and made his eyes 
water yup tho' I wiſh your friend, the knight, 
better for your ſake. 

Cun. Why, I thank you, bird-—and cou'd wiſh 
with all my heart, he were as ſtrongly ſure of her, as 


thou art of having me. * [Chucking her chin. 


Gow, Eh! if thou didſt but ſpeak thy heart now ! 
eh! he ſhou'd ſpeed ne'er the worſe for't. And PII tell 
you, bird, (for we'll have no ſeparate ſecrets now) Mrs. 
Lucinda, my charge, thinks well of you, 

Cun. Of me! For what, prithee ? 

Gov, Why a ——— for my fake, child; ſhe knows 
of your good-will to me, and therefore, upon that ac- 
count, honey has taken a liking to thee; when we get 
into a houſe of our own, love, ſhe'll give us a bit of 
ſtuff, I believe; and if ever ſhe lives to be goſſip, the 
babe ſha'n't warrant a coral, ſhe ſays. | 

Cun. The babe, quotha ! It will be a hopeful man- 
drake, without doubt, that ſprings from our conjunc- 
tion, | [Alde. 

Gov. Ah! ſhe deſigns ſuch things for thee, if 1 durſt 
but ſpeak. 

Cun. Nay, don't doubt my ſecrecy ; tell me. 

Gov. Oh, fye! you muſt not make me tell what 


women ſay behind men's backs, child. 
Cun. O! you muſt give me leave at leaſt to give her 


thanks for't. 

Gov, No, no, that's my part; for you muſt conſider 
what ſhe does for you is only for my ſake, 

Cur, This is excellent! [Alide. 
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Gow. If you ſhou'd tell all that I open to you, you'll 
ſhame us both; you may kiſs your hand to her at a 
diſtance, and bluſh, or fo, but P11 allow no nearer con- 
ference, # 5 5 

Can. Hey-dey ! you'd be jealous then 

Gov. Jealous! marry, and there's no true love with- 
out it; look you, if you'll be rul'd, and not make things 
common, in time I may tell you more. . 
— Can, Udſo! your lady! ſhe!! fee vs. | 

Gov. Pihah! no matter, ſhe'll be pleas'd with i. 
our familiarity is her content. | 


Enter Niece and Simple. 


Niece. This from fir Gregory, fir ? | 


Sim. Yes, madam—— She's a very pretiy creature, 
HAlidi. 
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Niece. Do you belong to him, fir? 
Sim, Yes, madam a-hem! ſhe's i ne wo- 
man, indeed, . Aldi. 
Niece, Pray, fir, in what capacity: — Ho the 
&llow eyes me! FEET Aldi. 
Sim. Madam, I am but his gentleman a-hem |! 
| [ Sets Himſelſ. 
Niece. And pray, Sir, what might be his conceit in 
ſending me this wrought handkerchief ? —— Still fo 
cloſe ! [ Aſide. Seeing Cun. and Gov. 
| Sim. His conceit, madam, was, that as that happy n 
1 handkerchief enfolds your ſnowy neck all day, ſo he 
1 deſires all night to embrace it with his Knightly arms 
4 | a- hem 
"ji Niece. A notable conceit, I promiſe you. | 
14 Sim, Madam, he has been cudgelling his brains theſe 
W two hours, to find a preſent worthy your ladyſhip's ac- 
ceptance—— Madam, he was once ſending a very fine 
1 puppy to you. | AL 
ly Niece. That he might have brought himſelf —— Ha: 
1 he ſeems to obſerve me ! This fellow may be of ule 
Il fit you, ſir. [ 4/zar. 


cr 


Gow. Pray mind me, honey ! You do nothing but th 
flare upon her, I think. 
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Can. No, indeed, I was only obſerving that finical 
coxcomb, that fool yonder. 


G . Don't tell me! what need you look upon the 
fool, when Pm here ? 

Cun. How familiar the raſcal is ? [ L/ide. 

Sim, By the world, I believe ſhe likes me Allae. 

Niece. Come, come, ne'er diſguiſe it! This preſent was 
above your maſter's fancy, I know it; your wit had a 
hand in't, I'm poſitive. _ 

Sim. O pray, macam. [ Afe&ing a ys 

Niece. Nay nay, I muſt know. 

Sim. Oh! O la! Since you muſt know then, madam, 
pray give me leave to aſk, why your ladyſhip aſks, and 
you ſhall know. 


Niece. Nay, if it be your maſter's, I'm ſorry for't, ' 
that's all, 


Sim. Nay, then don't be uneaſy, dear madam— it 
was mine, 


Niece, Well! it's extremely pretty | I may depend 
upon't as yours, fir. 

Sim. I wiſh I may periſh, madam, if Sir Grezory (for 
. maſter I'll call him no more, if I cou'd have the honour 
to ſerve your ladyſhip) had the leaſt hand in it. 

Niece, Then I am eaſy—— Pray, fir, tye it on for 
me.——Bleſs me ! how white a hand you have, 

Sim. O, dear madam, and your ladyſhip's neck ſo 
near, I am aſham'd you ſhou'd look upon't. 

Niece. You certainly uſe art with it. 

Sim. Nothing but almond- powder, as I am 2 living 
creature, madata. 

Mece. Pray, fir, what's your name? 

dim. Samuel $ mple, madam. 

Mece. An, what an innocent ſound it has? 
he gh ho! 34) 

Sim. Well, ſhe's Nee as ſure as can be. [46 2 

Niece. Prithee tell thy maſter one thing ; chat N 
but a dull Vulcan wou'd have ſent a Mars to be the 
1 of his wooing - What a complexion's 

ere! | 

dim, It is all your * as I live, madam. 

2 
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Niece. Such lips too! what dalliance muſt in private 
grow upon em! | 

Can. Death! ſhe courts the coxcomb ! 

Gov. Away, away, ſhe does but fool with him. 

Niece. So! he's touch'd, I ſee. [ 4/ide.] Come nearer, 

ithee, you muſt not be ſo ſtrange! What a ſoft hand- 


pr 
ful of pleaſure's here! | [Takes his hand, 
Sim. I'll ſwear! and fo there is! Well! there's no re- 
ſiſting; V'1l e'en take pity of her. | 
Niece. Thy maſter's hand to thine, is bear's ſkin 
ſtuff d, compar'd to down of doves. O what a pillow 
for a maiden-cheek were here | Fell me, are you mar- 
ried, fir ? 5 / | 
Sim, No, I ben't ſeriouſly. 
Niece. Will you give me leave to ſend to you ? 
Cun. O women! women! blind as the falſe love 
you're form'd for. Death! ſhe doats on him ! 
Gov. What's that to thee? Prithee mind her not; 
there be thoſe that can doat as well as ſhe. TNT 
Cun. Away, burr. | 
Gov, How ! | 
Cun. Hang off fleſh-hook, faſten thy itchy claſp upon 
ſome dry toaditool, that will kindle with thee, and 
burn and ſtink together. | 
Gow. Oh abominable! Why doſt thou not love 
me ? | | 
Can, Avaunt Sycorax/ Haunt me no more! Love! 
the Devil! I tell thee, double dotard, I took thee but 
as phyſick to my diſtemper'd ſtomach, and now thou'rt 
up again, I loath thee filthily. 


Gow. Oh villain ! 
Cun. Doſt thou not ſee a ſight might turn all lovers 


brains, and make em curſe the very thoughts of wo- 
man? 
Mice. Ha! ha! ha! I think I have touch'd him now; 
ha! ha! ha! | 

Sim. Ha! ha! ha! 

Niece. Why do you laugh, fir? x 
Sim. Why only *cauſe you laugh, madam, Hi! hi! 


hi! 
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Can., She has but mock'd my folly, ſure, or finds not 
yet the boſom of my purpoſe. 
Tl try her, and may chance to let her fee, 
A trick to mortify her vanity. Ex. Cuz. 
Niece, | laugh to think of thy maſter now ; how he'd 
fare and curſe if he knew of this. | 
Sim. Ha! ha! I can't but laugh at him too: for to 
ſay the truth, tho' I fay it, that ſhou'd not ſay 3t, he is 
but a fool at the bot om. a 
Niece, Well, fer, for this time, you ſhall leave me; 
but don't you boaſt now how my foohfh tongue has be- 
tray d my heart ; be diſcreet, and I'll ſend to you. 
Sim. You'll be ſure. 
Niece, If you're but filent. 
Sim. O! I'm as mute as a monſe in a cheeſe; or 2 
. in a hay-rick ; or a fiſh. in a kettle; as dumb as a 
Omar. 
Mice. We are obſerv'd ; there's my hand at parts 
ing. x 
Sim, And there's mine——vmh !———good-by 
Ah! ck | [ Exit. 
; Niece, So, Governeſs, I need not aſk where you have 
een. 


Co. Oh, child ! never was woman ſo abus'd, 


Simple Re-enters. 


Sim, D'ye hear, madam, I had forgot to tell you 
Alf you think fit, III come and ſee you again in the 
evening, | ö 

Niece. By no means, don't offer it till 1 ſend for 
you, 

Sim. Well, well; in the mean time, when I'm gone, 
you may think of things a little, as a=—why, I may 
be convey'd by ſtealth into your chamber, or ſo; 111 
lie under the bed till midnight, rather than be ſeen; 
or you may put me into one of your comb- boxes; or 
whelm a china baſon over me, or any thing: Ah! I 
can creep in at a little hole. - ; 

Nizce, O! I durſt not venture, for 

'F2 


my life ; I charge 
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you on my love, never offer to come again till I ſend 
tcr you. | | | | 


Sim. Well, well, werbum ſar, as the Latin ſaying is, 
A wink to the wiſe is enough. We won't let the knight 
know a tittle of this. 

Niece. By no means; that wou'd ſpoil all: but pray 
be gone, we are ſuſpected. | 

dim. Well, well; for the things that are paſt then, 
dye. ſee, let us——let us tell nobody of it, that we 
may keep 'em ſecret. [In a why/per. 

Niece, Well! now I'll make a firm trial of your 
love: as you love me then, not one word, figh, or 
tyllable more, but take your leave this moment, and 
be gone, | 

Sim. Um, gh, gb, um, gh. re. 

I.beat his mouth as unwilling, and Ex. 

Nizce, Ha! ha! now do 1 fancy all lovers are much 
the iame fools. How now, Governe/5, what, eaſing your 
heart with your eyes? What's the cauſe, pray? 

Gew. [Crying] Ah! take thou warning by my miſ- 
f:rtunes 5 the cauſe is falſe man, child: Ah! lady, 
I have been gulPd with a ſhining pebble for a diamond, 
a very glow-worm, that I thought had fire in't, and 
it proves as cold and brittle as a broken looking-glaſs. 

Niece. And how cou'd your experience be ſo impos'd 
upon, to think that ſuch a youthful Spring cou'd doat 
upon thy Autumn furrows? 

Gow, Oh! had you heard him but proteſt 

Niece. I ſhou'd have lavgh'd at your credulity; didſt 
thou not ſee me mock thy folly in wanton imitation 
with that fooliſh fellow? Cou'dſt thou be ſo dull? 
Alas! thou wert but his bait to fowl with, not the prey; 
the net, the ſpringe, the ſtale to catch another bird 


With. 


Gow. Nay, he call'd me Bird indeed. | 
Niece. And thou ſo blind not to perceive it was thy 


own daughter that he loves there lies his ftege, 
and thou wert only taken as an outwork to the place: 
Examine, and you'll find it fo: farewell-—PII vex him 
fill. [4/de.] ] [ Exit, 


i 
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Gov. My daughter! how! my own fleſh and blood 
my rival! PH rival her: PII ferret her affection, with a 
vengeance : A young, ly gipſy ! has ſhe, no thame in 
her; no ſenſe of modeſty; is it ſo warm with her al- 
ready? A brutal flut! in love with a young fellow! 
Foh ! here ſhe comes, IL'II mumhle her: juli parted from 
him, I ſuppoſe TIES Leeds, X 


I. 
| 


Enter Mirabel. & | 


— 
” 1 - 
- 
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So, gentlewoman, where have you been, pray ? 
Mir. No-where, mother, but at work in my own 
chamber. h h . = 
Gov. What, in your own chamber too! fine work, 
I believe. Come, bufly, ſpeak ; and if thou canſt wich 
modeſty, what have you been doing with your hopetul 
help- mate there? 33 | 

Mir, Help mate! 25 

Gov. Come, come, your Cunningham, huſſy | Don't 
think to impoſe upon me; I am not ſo blind Wh age 
yet, nor deaf. 5 4my at ANR 

Mir. Dumb, Lam ſure you are not. Pray, Madam, 
what ails you, are you not wel? | 

Gov, No, nor ſick, nor mad, nor in my ſenſes, nor 
ſleeping, nor waking, nor nothing, nor any thing: I 
know not what I am, nor what I am not. 

Mir. What do you mean, mother? 

Gow. I mean to be reveng'd, you flirt, 

Mir, On whom, pray ? 

Gow. On thee, monſter. +;:1!- ji; -47 AM 

Mir. Revenge thou'd follow; injuries: Have I wrong'd 
you, madam ? NE n OR TLETL F 5 

Gov. Ah! 'tis not your cunning, nor your Cunning- 
bam can blind me: Don't 1 know, you have the impu- 
dence to be in love with him, you harlot ? 

Mir. 1 am ſure they muſt have a great deal of impu- 
dence that told you ſo; I never ſpoke three words to 
the gentleman in my life, nor he to me. 

Gov. O aitonithing! _ 4. 33 is 
Mir. I have heard wired, that he has made ſome of- 
4 
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fers of his love to you, and if he has abus'd, or wrong'd 
your good- nature, ſo heartily I hate him for't, that [ 
wou*d join with you in utmoſt malice to revenge it. 

Gov. May I believe thee ? 

Mir. You may, upon my life, mother. 

Gow, Then thou thyſelf ſhalt quit me of his baſe. 
neſs, Ah! child, he has given me Ixion's plague ; ne- 
ver ſuch a maſculine cloud fo airy and ſo ſubtile was &er 


embrac'd by poor believing woman — ——--But if I 
live, Pll have him quitted at his equal weapon: thou 
art young; follow him; tempt his deſires with all the 
fubtleſt baits of woman. He cannot freeze at ſuch a 
ſpringing — And when thou haſt him faſt by the 
amorous gills, draw him, - kim, drown him on the 


om. 

Ir. This t a very odd umdertukümg, mother ; bow, 
t may fococed, I can't te?! ; but I promiſe you on wy 
Gow, Ah! I'll warrant thee, a young woman may 


bring any thing abort with a young fellow: come along, 
and 11! ſhp thee at him this moment. [ Exeunt, 


Enter Sir Gregory, and Simple. 


Sir Greg. Why | Sim! Samuel! thou art not ſtark 
mad, art thou! Wilt thou not tell me how my miſtreſs 
does ? | | | 

Am. Your miſtreſs! Hi! hi! 

Sir Greg. Yah! yih'! Why what the devil ails the ſel- 
low ? Did ſhe receive the thing that I ſent her kindly or 


no, : firrah ? | 

Sim. Sirrah! humph. Then to anſwer your queſtion, 
and your language in order Firſt, | muſt tell 
you, Knight (plain Knight, d'ye obſerve me) the thing 
that you ſent her, by the thing that you ſent, was, for 
the thing's ſake that was ſent to carry the thing that 
you ſent, (d'ye obſerve me) very kindly receiv'd ; ſo 
much for your queſtion; And now for your language— 


. 5 | 


perfect honour ; I ſay he's a poltroon, a raſcal, and if he 


The 


Fir/t, fir, there's a receipt in full for all my wages, 
and now you owe me nothing. Secondly, There's the 
laſt caſt coat you gave me; and now, fir, I owe you 
nothing (my waiſtcoat's my own, and I'll keep it). But 
the $.rrah is yours again, fir. Thirdly and Jaftly, T am 
my own man again: And, Fourthly, in the Fifth place 
fare you well. , 

Sir Greg, Why, Sam! Sam! Prithee let me ſpeak 
with thee a little: I'll lay my life ſome hare has croſs'd 
him 

97. Knight, if you be a Knight, ſtop there, and 
don't ſet up for a lady-maker; becauſe, perhaps, there 
are ſome ladies that are as fond of making gentlemen 
d'ye ſee! As for the lady, whoever ſays ſhe's: 
not a fine lady, a delicate creature, and a perſon of 
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does not keep his tongue between his teeth, P11 give him 
a chuck o'the chin, ſhall chop him in two, and ſtrike 
him dumb during life. 

Sir Greg. Prithee, pox! why in ſuch a paſſion, man, 
I know no body ſays any other of her. 

Sim. If you do, fir, I expect, as you are a man of 
honour, you, ſhould let me know it any man 
that dares but think of it in my hearing, ſhall hear of 
it from a per on that he little thinks of People muſt 
not ſuppoſe that ſome ladies favours are common; or 
that promiſes and proteſtations are things of no mo- 
ment between parties and parties: and [I ſay ſtill, whats 
ever may have paſs'd between a ceriain lady and a 
certain party, whom for ſake's ſake I won't name; ll, 
I ſay, the lady is a perſon of honour ; and being a per- 
ſon of honour, ſhe is not t be treated but as a perſon 
of honour, * Yo 

Sir Greg. Why [ ſay ſhe is a perſon of honour, 

Lin. You ſay ſhe is a perſon of honour ; what is that 
to me, fir? I want to {ee the man that does not ſay ſhe's 
a perſon of honour, 

Sir Greg. If I cou'd not f d in my heart to kick my 
ſhoe in thy face, buckle and all, I am an aſs, and no 
gentleman. : 

F 5 
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Sim. Kick your ſhoe at me! Don't do it, Knight, I 
| give you fair warning; I ſay, don't do it; your ſhoe's 

ut thrown away if you do; tis but plaguing, yourſelf 
to no purpoſe. For why ſhould not one man have as 
good an eye as another; and when one man's as good 
as another, why ſhould not a lady pleaſe her cwn 
fancy ? Look ye, I name no parties becauſe I re- 
ally ſtand all this while in the cold — but when you ſee 
me next, you'll find, for a certain lady's ſake, if there's a 
tally man to be found in Europe, I ſhall appear like a 
gentleman. _ | | [ Exit, 
Sir Greg. If this fellow ben't out of his few wits, 
then I am ont of my five ſenſes ; either the ſight of the 
lady has bewitch'd him, or elſe he's drunk, or elſe he 
walks in his ſleep, or elſe he's a fool, or a knave, or 
both, or one of the three, or ſomething or other, I'm 
certain: Yet, now I think on't, ſhe has not us'd me ſo 
- civilly as her uncle promis'd ſhe ſhou'd, tho” that does 
not fignify a fillip ; he ſays, I ſhall have her, and if ſhe 
won't come-to in a fair way, egad ſhe ſhall faft herſelf 
into a ſtomach, for Sir Gregory / [ Exit, 


Emer T. Outwit and Mr. Credulous Outwit i» the High- 
"I way, arm d. 


FP. Out. So, we are got to the bottom of the hill 
before him; here from behind this hedge we may ſeize 
him. 

Cre. So we may, indeed, ſir; but where are the 
other two gentlemen, won't they lay hold on him too! 
For if the young man ſhou'd reſiſt, how do you know 
but he may frighten me, and then get the better of 
ou ? 1 
; V. Out. Ol they are ready poſted on the other fide; 
we can't miſs, Look-ye, fir, if you'll be rul'd, and 
travel this road but one week with me, you ſhall live 
better upon't all the year after, than the beſt preferment 
in your College's gift. 

Cre. Do you really think fo, fir? for, ſeriouſly, 1 
wou'd not do an ill thing; but, really, my allowance 
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from my uncle has been extremely ſmall, and twenty 
pounds, at this time, wou'd be an inconceivable ſervice 
to me. 

Y. Out. With what conſiderate good huſbandry the 
fool turns rogue! [4/ide.] Ay, ay, fir, you'll find 
this a quicker revenue than your fic Probas, Erge's, & 
Tzitur's, and lam ſure you have hors oo enough to Prove, 
that Omne utile off honeſtum. * 

. Cre. That's true, indeed, fir; beſides, you know, 
Neceſſitas non habet legem. And, really, if 1t were not 
to do me a mighty piece of ſervice, l wou'd not do 2 
baſe thing, for the whole world. 

Y. Out. Nor I, upon my credit, fir : But truly it is 

a little hard, that Wen olle gentleman wants ten 
pieces, or ſv; that another, who perhaps has ten thou- 
ſand, ſhall be brute enough not to ſupply Ma. 

Cel. Why, really, fir, that's exactly my caſe; and, 


) 

ſeriouſly, I don't know any great obligatioh one has to 

. be ſo rigidly juſt to ſuch ſort of people, that a really 

f in a manner, don't deſerve what they have. 

. Y. Out. How quiet the fool's conſcience is. 
- Odio! take your piltol, fi Wn I hear W g 

» not be ſeen yet. 


4+ 1 . 


Enter Lady Gentry in a Mar s Habit, Sir Thr, and 
' a Priſeian. 3 1 11730 


| * 15. # 5 
: ! ;f , * * Xs} 


tot 


L. Gen. Where's Mr. Oer 2 
Sir Thr. There he ſtands ready at his poſt, behiad hi 
| hedge but, ha- k you, ſpouſe, you mult bate a Ittle 
of your uſual courage in your reſiſtance, that you yn t 
tighten the ſcholar into a retreat. 
Pri/. He tells you right, madam. 
L. Gen. Go, fools! teach your grannams: vou are 
Aways full of your advice when there's no occaſion for't. 
Where's the purle ? 19% 
Prif. There tis, of the comedians, coin, all counters. 
Sir Thr, We'll turn 'em into gold before night, boy. 
L. Gen. Away. [ Exeunt prif and Thr. 
Look * that fool loiters = V! Hey, William along 
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long, along with the horſes, we ſha'n't get to London 


F. Out. Stand. 


and hope you won't take it ill; for, upon my word — 


fore, pray, ſir, don't make a diſturbance 
man. 


thing. [Draws.} 


muſt ſecure you. 
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to-night, 


Y. Outwit and Credulous enter, and preſent Piſtols, 


Cre. Sir, we are gentlemen, really under neceſſity, 


for my part——really, you'll find me very civil—there- 
| but, really, 


[411 the while 
| | trembling.] 
v. Out. Blood, fir, — deliver, or you are a dead 


conſider your own danger 


Cre. O bleſs me! 
IL. Gen. Look: you, raſcals, I'm alive yet, and till I 
am dead, I'll ſee you damn'd before III part with a far- 


[Priſcian aa Sir Threadbare rſh in from behind, and 
| |  feize her.] 


are ſo hot a ſpark, fir, we 


Cre. O dear! I am glad they came. [Aldi. 
L. Gen. Well! Gentlemen, I am in your power, but 
treat me like a man, atleaſt; my money, I preſume, 
is all 'yau have occaſion for; there tis, and all 1 have, 


indeed; a good round hundred pieces. 5 
Y. Out. Is this all, fir? | 
L. Gen. My laſt farthing, upon my honour, gentle- 
men —— pray, fir 
Cre. O! don't hurt the gentleman—— Sir, you real · 
Iy look like a civil gentleman, and if I had the honour 
to be better acquainted with you, you'd find me 2nother- 
gueſs man than you take me for, I can aſſure you; and 
If ever you travel to Cambridge, fir, I ſhall be very 
proud to ſee you in our buttery, fr | 
dir Thr, Huſh, is the devil in you? [Sep his mould. 


Priſ. Nay, then, if you 


7 
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Y. Out. Come, fir, we muſt ſecure you from follow- 
ing us. 

L. Gen. As J am a gentleman, I never will tir, 

Y, Out, We don't intend you ſhall, fir, for we will 
bind you to your good behaviour. 

L. G-n. Nay, pray, gentlemen, 

Sir Thr, We'll only leave you on tother fide of the 
hedge, fir——Here, do you hold the money, while we 
ſecure him. | 

Y. Out, Away with him [Exit Priſ. Sir Thr. and 

x | —_— 
Why, look you, fir, did not I tell you? Shew me 
e'er a page in Senaca now, that will furniſh a man ſo 
ſpeedily ? Here's that will mend your commons with a 
witneſs! You'll have no longer need to ſize your 
belly out with rumps, kidneys, and cues of ſingle beer, 
Here's that will make a beggar fat in a fortnight, 
Aurum palpabile & potabili, fir. | 

Cre. Why, really, fir, am apt to think the gentle- 
man cou'd not want this; for, by his habit, he ſeem'd 
to be a perſon of fortune, | 

Y. Out. Let fortune take care of that; you and I 
will never want, ſir, while others have it. | 

Cre. Why, really, fir, it is but a little hard there 
ſhou'd not be a more equal diſtribution of fortune's be- 
nefits. | | 
V. Out, Mum. [Re-enter Priſcian and Sir Thread- 
bite.] Is all fafe, bullies ? 

Sir Thy. Secure; the gentleman thinks himſelf moſt 
happy in his loſs, with his ſafe life and limbs, and re- 
doubles his firſt vow, as he 1s a gentleman, never to 
purſue us. 

Y. Out. Away then—Let's diſperſe; Mr. Creduloxs 
and you ſhall bear the purchaſe, while I and Priſcian 
take ſome other courſe : at the Three Cups in St. Giles's 
we all meet ; but remember the booty is not to be open'd 
till all are preſent; the loſer ſaid an hundred, and it 
can weigh no leſs, | 

Cre, Sir, I am ſure I wou'd not wrong you, or any 
gentleman of a ſhilling, to gain never ſo much by it, 
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V. Out. ©! never talk of that. 
Sir Thr, Come, ſir, III guide you. [ Exeunt Cre. & Thr, 
V. Out. Ha! ha! ha! where's the thief that's robb'd ? 


Enter Lady Gentry. 


L. Gen. Here, Mr. Outauit, all fellows now. 
V. Out. *Twas neatly done, i'faith, girl; now to 
turn that bag of counters into current pieces, & adtun 


eff. You know the place. 


Pri/. J have told her, fir, = the Three Cuts in St. 
Giles s. 
Y. Out. Good 


Is the Conſtable's dreſs ready 


| for Sir T hreadbare ? 


Priſ. All ready, fir, not a hair of *in falſe beard 


wanting. 


Y. Out. Excellent! The moment We has ſeiz?d the 


6 ſcholar, then ſend me immediate word on't ; then come 


I in his couſin's own ſhape, by mere accident, to bring 


him off, But, father, you muſt pay the reckoning ; 
| fince you are ſo fond of wit, III beggar you if you pay 


the price of mine, fir ; fo when this cheat's ripe, fir, 
you'll find it will beget another, fir ; that third a fourth ; 
and ſo onward to an endleſs generation You bad 


better come to compoſition, father, or I ſhall bubble you 


without mercy ; you'll find it cheaper, father, than this 
way of ſtarving me: for I will cheat none but you, dear 
father. [ E æeunt. 
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Enter Niece and Mirabel. 


Niece, ND fo your mother, to revenge her own 
| quarrel to him, has oblig'd you to make love 
to Mr. Cunningham ? | | 1 
Mir. Ves; is not it a very notable project? What a 
ſubtle devil muſt this love be, when it can make ſuch 
egregious fools of old folks ! But I had forgot to tell 
you, madam, I have undertaken to go through with it 
too. | 
Niece, How ! | 
g Wir: Not without acquainting you with it before- 
and. | | | 
Niece. Oh! your ſervant Try him, you'll find him 
flexible, I dare ſay. | 
Mir. Ay; but then how am ] ſure to be ſtubborn my- 
ſelf; my honeſty is the beſt part of my portion, and I 
ſhou'd be loth to ſpoil my marriage by playing the fool 
with him. | 
Niece.” I fancy there's no fear of that, for he writ me 
a letter other day, and propos'd you as a wife for Sir 
Gregory; *tis in his power to ſerve you, if you can like 
the man. = | 
Mir. I cou'd like the Ladyſhip ſtrangely—— And as 
for the man, I had as lief have a fool, as one that's fo 
wiſe, he'll always think me a fool Wou'd he wou'd 
tempt me | 
Niece; Here's company, let's go into the arbour, 


| 
| 
__ 
| 
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Mir. No, I muſt beg your pardon — my mother 
expects _ [ Exeunt ſewerally. 


Enter Sir Oliver and Sir Gregory. [With Mefec. 


Sir Ol. Why, now you take the right courſe, Sir Gre- 
Tory Muſic will melt her; I cou'd force her; but a 
heart, you know, that's gently won, is a man's own for 
ever. Have you a good concert ? 

Sir Greg. O! a curious noiſe as ever you ſaw, Sir-— 
Indeed | wou'd have had the lame woman with the dul- 
cimer, and old Grate-ears the blind cymbal ; but they 
ſent me word they were juſt hir'd to play country dances 
at my Lord Mayor's. EA 

Sir O/. Why, then ſhe muſt take the will for- the 
deed ; a woman muſt be woo'd a hundred ſeveral ways; 
you may try a thouſind times before you touch 'em 
in the right vein; but That once found! ah! they 
lie as ſnug and as tame in a man's arms as a ſucking 
rabbit. | 

Sir Greg. O dear! ah! I warrant 'em they are pretty 
ſoft fools when their cloaths are off. | 

Sir Ol. Why, did you never fry, fir ? 

Sir Greg. Yes, yes, | have try'd, fir, but *twas to no 

purpoſe: I remember the laſt time I was upon my knees 
to our chambermaid, ſhe run her elbow in my throat 
till ſhe had almoſt ſtrangled me, and then broke my heal 
with the bedſtaff, to fetch me to life again, | 

Sir Ol. Why, is't poſſible! What, did you never 
make a fool of a tenant's daughter ? 

Sir Greg. Never, really, fir, I neyer cou'd get one to 
hold ſtill fince 1 was born. 

Sir Ol. Hey-dey ! what, come to London with a 
maidenhead, Knight! A gentleman of your rank, and 
ride with a cloak-bag? Never an hoſteſs by the way 
to leave it with ? No tapſter's filter ? nor head-oſtler's 
daughter ? . 

Sir Greg. O! well mock'd, old Witmonger — !] keep 
it for your niece, 


Sir Ol. Don't ſay fo for ſhame, ſhe'll laugh at thee; 


ks Crs 
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why, *tis a batchelor's penny, man; he may give it to 
a beggar in the ſummer-time, and ne'er be call'd to ac- 
count for it; the ſillieſt wife is not fool enough to ex- 

cd it. 
Pgir Greg. Ad, wou'd J had but known that, I cou'd 
have ſtopt a beggar's mouth by the way curiouſly, that 
rail'd at me, becauſe l'd give her nothing — But now 
for the muſic, ſir. 

Sir Ol. You'll find her in the garden; her ear muſt 
reach it; I'll leave you, ſir. 

Sir Greg, Now, ſtrike up, my boys, | 

[Mufic plays and Ex. 

Well ! PII ſay it, this was cruel fine | ſhe mult like 1 
Now, gentlemem, you may g- 


Nize. Whoſe could thes manic be? "Twas pleafant at 
the feafom ; It mut be Cunningham Who's there ? 

Sir Greg. Madam, I am your humble fervant——— 
Good-morrow to you. 

Niece. Pſhah ! An ill day, and a thouſand follow 
thee, 

Sir Greg. *Slife, that's ſix hundred more than an Al- 
manack has. 

Niece, Was this thy odious muſic, then ? 

Sir Greg, Odious, madam ! | 

Niece, Horrible ! Canſt thou ſuppoſe ſuch ſtuff would 
pleaſe a woman of any taſte ? 

Sir Greg. Taſte! Why, madam, I did not deſign you 
ſhou'd eat it; but if your taſte were never ſo dainty, you 
might have lik'd it; for I am ſure it coſt me ſauce. 

Niece. Sure there is no impudence more provoking 
than the dull ſtupidity of a ſufficient fool! How durft 
you do this? wretch! ideot! For hadſt thou but an 
inſet's underſtanding, thou wou'dſt have known how 
mortally J hate thee. I thought I had enough before 
abus'd thee: the mocks and ſpiteful language I have 
given thee, wou'd have ſerv'd ten reaſonable men ! In 
my conſcience! thou devoureſt more affronts, than 
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twenty midnight drunkards wou'd throw away on 
. Rraygers in the ſtreets; and ftill thy greedy maw's not 
ſatisfied. All the ſcorn of coyneſs, or i!l-nature, can't 
ſuffice thee. I 
Sir Greg. Hey-dey ! why ſure you're not in earneſt, 
madam! | | 

Niece. O! infatiable! not yet content! why, wilt 
thou beggar my deriſion? In faith, thou'ſt all I have, 
Pve not another ſcorn to throw at thee: if I knew 
where to borrow but contempt, I'd mörtgage all my 
kindneſs to ſupply thee. Nay, pr'ythee, leave me, now 
thou groweſt unreaſonable. Fine 

Sir Greg. Say you ſo, forſooth ! Pgad Þ' ll fetch one 
then, that ſhall jerrymumble you. [ Exit, 

Niece. So, he's gone with this flea in his ear to my 
uncle, I ſuppoſe ; no matter, I know my cue, 


Ezter Cunningham at à diſflance. 


| Can. I met the muſic going away; but can't yet learn 
what 1 1 ſhe gave him. 

Niece. Ha! there's ſomebody upon the watch already, 
I ſee———Now, [ 4/de.] to change my note 
Indeed, I little thought this two days ago, Sir Gregory! 

Cun. Ha! Sir Gregory ! tis Lucinda's voice. 

Niece. But 'tis our fooliſh nature to affect ill- humour 
moſt, where moſt we like! | 
Cun. Confufion! Am I then fool'd at laſt, and by a 
fool ?—' is e'en ſo, faith; for Fortune has remem- 
ber'd her great boy and Pm an aſs. | 
Miece. Of all mankind, at firſt, methonght, I cou'd 
not bear him We never met but wrangled. 

Cur. Ah! curſe of your coyneſs; it never comes but 
like a ſtorm of hail, to bring fair weather in the tail 
on't. Fair words, I'm ſure, may cheat a man, but 
biting and ſcratching give him certain hope; there's 
not. one match in twenty made without it; when their 
tongues quarrel, their lips are ſure to come to a right 
underſtanding. _ | 5 
Niece. And yet to ſee how ſtrangely fancies alter 


woman! weathercock ! 


5 
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Can, There is indeed a wonderful variety in em! O! 


Niece. 1 wou'd have ſworn once "twou'd never have 
been a match, 

Cun, Fire! I'll hear no more How cou'd I 
dream of better than a younger brother's fortune ? A 
maid with nothing, or iome old ſoap boiler's widow 
without teeth? 


Go home, blind fool, and bid thy hopes deſpair, | 
Or humbly fix thy ne plus ultra there. [Ei. 


Enter Sir Oliver aud Sir Gregory. 


Sir Ol. You amaze me, Sir Gregory / ſhe cannot ſure! 
the won't! ſhe dares not do this! 

Sir Greg. Nay, then believe your own eyes, ſir 
There ſhe is. 

Sir Ol. Let's obſerve———She's thoughtful. 

Niece. Not but you'll find, Sir Gregory, throu 
this fondneſs I can diſſemble yet ; you have my 
tis true, but ſhall not know you have it. 

Sir Ol. What's that? What's that ? 175 

Sir Greg, Hah! 7 

Niece. For 'tis man's nature to inſult an eaſy con- 
queſt ; the food of hope, if frankly given, but ſurfeits 
your defires, 

Sir Ol. Why, you————Oons, fir! let me tell 
you, you don't deſerve this. 

Sir Greg. O dear! why, I don't fag I do, fir. 

Sir Ol. You don't indeed | indeed you don't. [ Angry. 

Niece, Thus by the little feign'd abuſes. that I gave 
you, I now ſhall prove your temper, and your truth - 
of love; for if you love, I am ſure you'll bear em; 
Pm ſure, at leaſt, my heart endur'd a violence while 
I ſpoke 'em. | 

Sir OJ. Are you a fool now, fir? 

Sir Greg, O dear! yes, fir, I fee it plain now, by 
my being ſo much in her favour. 

Sir O/. But you are out of mine, fir, I can tell * 


on; | 
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Offer to ſow ſtrife between my poor Niece and 11 
cou'd find in my heart to make her unſay it all again 
— — Good-morrow, Niece, . good- morrow. 

Niece. Good-morrow, fir, and to you, Sir Gregory, 
many fair ones.. 8 | 

Sir Ol. You. are a coxcomb, I tell you-———How 


doſt thou do, ehild, this morning ?—A fool l- Did 


you ſleep well. child ? It's well Fortune took care of 
an eſtate for thee.;z for thou'dſt ſtarve by thy under- 
ſtanding. | 
Sir Greg. Ads-heart ! now Pm bang'd o' both ſides. 
Niece. Fray, fir, is there any difference between 
you ? 4 | 
Sir. Ol. Yes, 2 deal, 1 , child; as much 
as betwern a man —＋ an owl. ag, : 
Sir Greg. Ah ! "tis no matter for that; I'm a Knight 
2s well as you, fir. ; 
Sir Ol. Abuſe a lady's kindneſs—— Wilt thon take 
the air to-day, Niece ? 8 
Niece. Indeed the day's inviting, fir; if Sir Gregory 
will pleaſe to favour us with his company). 
Sir Ol. D'ye hear? d'ye hear? Shallow Brains.! d'ye 
hear't continu'd to your face, to your teeth! | 
Sir Greg. Well, well, laud ! why ſure! 1 have 
done, fir. 
Sir Ol. Don't provoke me another time, then. 
1 Sir Greg. Madam———you have dropt your breaſt- 
not. 5 
Niece. Pray wear it, fir; in tim: a better favour may 
fall to you. 
Sir Greg. Well, well, I have no malice, mun, I for- 
give you all. 
Sir Ol. Now I leave you to redeem your credit with 
me, let me have a better account of your next attack, 
or —— [ Exit. 


Sir Greg. Ah, ah, ah, you little rogue ! were you 
caught Yfaith ! What! I was not to know I had your 
heart, was I! We overheard you, mun, when you 
were ſighing alone for fear I ſhou'd be falſe to you. Ah! 
you handſome devil you, are you not glad to find me 
true now at laſt then —— Heyl. 
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Niece, Let me ſee——ay, he's out of hearing 
Sir Greg. O dear! now I will ſo pay off thoſe cherry 
lips of thine. [Offers to kiſs her. 
Niece. Stand off monſter, [ Strikes his ear. 

Sir Greg, How ! 

Mice. Incorrigible coxcomb ! Was not thy laſt abuſe 
ſuſticient! A man with half an ounce of brains wou'd 
have died on't, run to the next tree or river to have 
hang'd or drown'd himſelf, rather than bear ſuch infa- 
mous uſage. FF 

Sir Greg. Ay, you may well call it infamous indeed! 
'tis ſo ſhameful, | 

Niece. And will thy groveling ſpirit till endure it, 
then? What villainous, impenetrable fluff is thy ſkull 
made of? Will nothing pierce it ? 

Sir Greg. Yes, yes, aſſure yourſelf, unkind words 
may do much. | [ Half crying. 

Mece. And doſt thou want 'em, flint-head ? Haven't 
I conſum'd my woman's ſpleen to ſtir thee ? Will no 
hard uſage batter thee ? | 

Sir Greg. Yes, yes, I know you wou'd knock my 
brains out if you cou'd. Why did you not offer to do 
it before your uncle, miſtreſs? I'gad he wou'd have 
flay'd your backſide for you. 

Niece. Why thou greater ideot than I thought thee, 
wou'dft thou have me tell my uncle, that I deſign to 
fool thee ? Pr'ythee call him back, that I may uſe thee 
better, and make thee yet a greater fool — Dolt not 
thou wear-my favour there ? | 

Sir Greg, Yes, and here too, with a pox to you. 

[ Holding his hand to his ear. 

Niece, If thou but knew'ſt with what contempt thou 
haſt it, how many cordial curſes came along with it, 
thou'dſt tremble but to handle it. 

Sir Greg. Pſhah ! pox! take it again! I'll ſee it burn'd 
before I'II be thus plagu'd with it. 
| Niece, No; on hazard of thy life I charge thee wear 
it ſtill, till one that merits it demands it from thee ; 
dear it, like the beaten aſs his burthen, from one dear 
friend to another; if mine be but ſo wiſe and apprehen- 
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ſive, as my opinion ſpeaks him to my heart, it ſtays not 
long on thy deſertleſs head; I'll make thee, ere I ha' 
done, not dare to wear any thing of mine, tho? I ſhou'd 
freely give it thee ; but thou ſhalt ſweat and tremble 
while thou haſt it, as if ſome poiſonous toad had craw}'d 
upon thy naked breaſt, which to remove were equal 
horror to endure. Now as you like this, fir, be trouble. 
ſome another time, and ſo good-morrow to you. | Exit. 

Sir Greg. O! that I had but the courage now to daſh 
my brains out; ingenuity enough to hang myſelf with- 
out pain: I'm ſure it's time I were dead ſome way or 
other, if a man cou'd but find it out without hurt or 
danger. Who cou'd think now that a handſome Lady 
cou'd be ſuch a devil in her heart! Laud! if ſhe's 
ſuch a fury now, what a ſwinging witch will ſhe make 
when ſhe's an old woman! What to do with her the 
devil knows; for if I complain to her uncle, ſhe'll 
uſe me better again, and then he'll uſe me worſe ; ſo that 
between em both Jam box'd and bandied, and 1« ect- 
ened and ſour'd, and friended and fool'd, and blam'd 
and bubbled, and vex'd and plagu'd, and as miſerable, 
for aught | ſee, as if I was marricd to her Oh! 
here comes my friend Cunningham, I'll make my moan 
to him. 


Enter Cunningham. 29 


Cun, | cannot tear her memory from my heart 
She ſticks in ſpite of reſolution. 
Sir Greg. O Cunningham / 
Cun. Sir Gregory! the favourite! the victor! the 
_ town's happy man! 

Sir Greg. Pſhah ! pr'ythee none of your jeers upon 
me; I come to ies bis comfort, and thou makeſt a jeſt 
of my misfortunes ! | | 

Can, I, fir ! what by applauding your fortune, and 
giving you joy of your ſuccels ? | , 
Sir Greg. O! pray hold your hand, fir ; I have been 
bobb'd enough already, and now you're for coming over 
me a new way! " 


3 
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Cun. What do you mean? Pray, fir, explain yourſelf, 
Sir Greg, Wilt thou have the truth in a word? I 
have been made the rankeſt aſs that was ever born to a 
thouſand pound a-year=——[*]I ſwear I did not think 
my whole budy, cloaths, and all, cou'd have yielded fo 
many ſcurvy mangy names, as my miſtreſs has call'd 
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me. 1 
Cun. Is't poſſible? 1 
Sir Greg, Faith 'tis true; ſhe preſented me with this 104 

ſavour before her uncle, and as ſoon as his back was ky: 

turn'd, ſhe fell a-curſing me ſo heartily for wearing it, 4 

that one ſide of my Kulk has ached ever ſince, and yet in 2 

a manner ſhe forc'd me to wear it too, till a certain friend 1 

of hers, ſhe ſaid, that better deſerv'd it, and to whom ſhe 1:1 

deſign'd it as a token, ſhould take it from me. bag if 
Cun. O bleſt diſcovery ! how have I wrong'd her truth - as 

and goodneſs ! Sir Gregory, now ['ll prove myſelf your 1 

friend indeed! Pull it off this minute ! You are not ſure 1 

of a mement's life while *tis about you. i know the vel 

man that lies in wait for you and it. © 
Sir Greg, How! the man that lies in wait, ſay you ? War 
Cun. Ah! plague of her favour, ſay II I prize my I 

dear friend's life above a thouſand of 'em Let's 1 

ſect nn 1 know more of this buſineſs than you are 14 

aware of. 1 
Sir Greg, Do you ſo? then, faith, you ſhall e'en take 1 

it, for I'm ſure tis not for my wearing; that ſhe told BN 

herſelf, FR: 
Cur. The only true thing ſhe ever told you—Thank 4 0 

you, fir ; now I am the man that ſays, let her ſpai k do N 

his worſt, you ſhall live in ſpite of him. 08 
Sir Greg. Ah fir, I'd fain live my time out, me- = 

thinks, 101 
Cur, He that ſays otherwiſe, muſt lie in his throat, TG 

lr; for once I'll fand his fury; and wear it for you, 15 


ir. Monſieur Simple may put on as big looks as he 
28 bet I'll keep it for my friend's ſake in ſpite 
of him. 

Sir Greg, Simple what is he my rival! my own man * 
that was 2? 5 
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Cun, Ev'n he, I can aſſure you, ſi. Pray 
tell me, did not you ſend him to her with a handker- 
chief, yeſterday ? 

Sir Greg. Ay, faith, and ſo I did, and when he came 
back he talk'd as big and as pleafant, and as ſaucy and 
as wild as a madman. 

Cun. This, fir, confirms what I was witneſs of —[ 
ſaw her give him ſuch encouragements, that nothing but 
a woman doating, cou'd have made her modeſty ſubmit 
to; and the vanity of his conqueſt, it ſeems, has run the 
poor fellow diſtracted. 

Sir Greg. Nay, diſtracted he muſt certainly be, for he 
talk'd to me as if he had courage, and 'm ſure he never 
had any when he was in his few ſenſe. - But can a wo- 
man of her rank be ſo oppoſite to common ſenſe and 
reaſon, as to fall in love with ſuch a ſcoundrel ? 

Cun. Lord! how you talk, fir ? Reaſon in love! and 
in a woman too! Why, not one man in a thouſand can 
Pretend to it, 'tis the prerogative of love to make wile 
folks Wit-alls ; and always the ſtronger the paſſion, the 
greater the fool! How many prepoſterous examples of it 
havewe about this town, pray! How many young fel- 
lows marry their mother's maids! How many rich old 
widows part with their jointures for conjugal comfort 
to wild young fellows, who mind them no more than 
they do their. eſtates, juſt take poſſeſſion of 'em oncc, 
and after never come near em! And how many doating 
old fellows marry young girls to bring them heirs, 
perhaps of an enſign's getting! Nay, have not we ſeen 
a great lady bring her ſtable into her chamber, and fall 
in love with her horſe-keeper ? | 

Sir Greg. Why, did ever love play ſuch jades' tricks, 
fir? 

Can. O thouſands, thouſands, fir ; *twere endleſs to 

recite em ; but you are happy in this early warning, fir ; 
tis well you know her, and well you have *ſcap'd her.— 
If you had married her ; 

Sir Greg. O Lord, ay! | a 

Cun. What a ſwinging ſtag's head had you had 19 
fortnight! 8 
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Sir Greg. Five a-top, PII warrant her. 

Cun, E'en down into the country again, fir, and let 
her find ſome other fool's head to plant on——Here 
comes her Uncle, not a word to him of what I've told 
you, that may breed ill blood, fir, | 

Sir Greg. No, no, P11 diſſemble to him as ſhe does 
to me, faith ——away. © [Exit Cun. 


Enter Sir Oliver. 


Tho', to ſay the truth, I dare not tell him the truth, for 
fear ſhe ſhou'd break my head for't. 

Sir OJ. Well, fir, are you ſatisfied with my niece 
now, pray? : 

Sir Greg, O yes, ſir, perfetly ; I have not the leaſt 
ſcruple remaining. 

Sir Ol, I think ſhe has taken pains to convince you of 
her inclinations. 

Sir Greg. Lord, fir, 'm as well ſatisfied of *em, as 
if I were married to her, I don't think ſhe cou'd love me 
better if I were her huſband. | 

Sir OI. You can't imagine how heartily you provok'd 
me, when you bely'd her goodneſs to me—— You vext 
me to the blood. | 

Sir Greg, Why, really I was a fool, fir, I did not 
know half ſo much of her then, as 1 do now. Plague 


on her! [ 4/rae, 


E nter Niece, 


Niece. Ha! the favour's gone, I ſee! It muſt be Can- 
ningham that has it; how I applaud bis apprehenfioa ! 
His wit has life in it, Il ſend him another token fort 
immediately, and by the ſame fool of a meſſenger — 
Oh! Sir Gregory, where have you been this age? How 
cou'd you be ſo long from me ? | 

Sir OI. Well ſaid, Niece ! What, ſo fond before your 
Uncle! What wou'd ſhe do in private then? — 

Sir Greg. Only give me a kick o'the guts, I ſuppole, 
and call me raſcal, 5 
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Niece. But where's my favour, ſervant? the love-knot 
I gave you ? | 

Sir OJ. Odſo! that's true, Niece, and I never thought 
Of it the favour, fir, the love-knot ſhe gave you? 

Sir Greg, Hah! | 

Sir Ol. What, dumb, deaf, bewitch'd—— Oons ! the 
favour, fir? h 

Sir Greg. A pox of all lady's favours, I ſay, T'm ſure 
they are damn'd troubleſome to me !J=—_The favour, 
Sir! 

Sir OJ. Ay, the favour, fir, 

Sir Greg, Why, fir, I was way- laid for it by three or 
four ſwinging bullies, and they all fix of em drew upon 
me at once; and look you, fir, in ſhort life's life, and 
a favour's but a favour, and fo I parted from 't. 

Niece. O unfortunate woman! my firſt kindneſs ſlight- 
ed thns! | | 

Sir Ol. Oons! fir, I muſt tell you, I am very louſily 
aſhamed of you: What the devil, have you parted with 
your common ſenſe for ever? will you never come toge- 
ther again ? I muſt feem to teaze him a little—tor 
now 1 ſee his heart 1s upon her, I don't know but I may 
make him take her with nothing [4//e.] Come, come, 


Niece, *twas but a trifle——Let it paſs. 


Niece. *Tis not the thing, fir, but the manner of his 
parting with it that grieves me. 

Sir-Greg. O diſſembling gipſey! O! if I durſt but 
ſpeak now, or cou'd but be believ'd when I do ſpeak, I 
cou'd tell a tale won'd make all her impudent hair ſtand 
trait up an end. | 

Niece, Well, Sir, at your requoſt, I'Il ſhew at once my 
duty and my love in forgetting it; and, to confirm my 
affection ſtronger yet here, fir, pray wear this 
diamond, and let me judge of your ſincerity by your 
keeping it. 


Sir Greg. Ah! you know it won't be long, like 
cunning witch, as you are ! [Alide to her, 


Niece. You had beſt part with that now, as you did 


with the favour. 
Sir Greg, Yah! why ſo I had, I ſuppoſe, or I ſhall 
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have but an indifferent life on't, as you have handled 
the matter, truly,  _ 

Niece, But you muſt promiſe me, dear Sir Gregory. - 

Sir Greg. Yah! you coaxing devil ! 
\ Sir OJ. Ah! why this is as it ſhou'd be now—There's 
muſick in this; no more words then —on Tueſday next 
prepare to tune your inſtruments; you ſhall ſtay no longer 
faith, Knight. - [ Slaps his back, 

Sir Greg, Well, well, fir, the ſooner the better, 

Sir O/, Niece, you hear me. 

Niece. I'm all obedience, fir — Ea you've 
heard me lay;—remember I hate you ſtill—cordially. 

[Exit with Sir Ol. 

Sir Greg, Ay, ay! Plague on't—I know your mind, 
to a tittle,-Now can't I forbear laughing to hear the 
old knight talk as familiarly of Tugſday next, as if we 
really lov'd one another——=Tho? if I am not damnably, 
miſtaken, our wedding is as far off, as *twas ſeven year 
before I ſaw her. If he ſhou'd bring it about, I'gad he, 
mult conjure ; for if he does not raiſe the devil to fright 


me into it, I fancy I ſhall never have natural courage 
enough to board her, 


Lowers may talk of joys, in 

And pretty toys, +1 83 

And cooing ; | | | bh 1 

1m ſure I only find 7 . N 

Bobs, blows, and moiſe (i 

Je my poor wooing. | [Exits 0 
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SSSsssssssssessss 
ETSY... 
SCENE, continues. 


Enter Sir Oliver, and Young Outwit. 


Sir Ol. That ever I was born ! or ſhou'd live to 
have a ſon, whoſe face 1s the fore-runner 
of ill- fortune ! I never ſee thee without ſome vexation 
at the heels of thee. I knew there was miſchief in thy 
very looks; that before thy mouth open'd, ill news 
wou'd come out on't, | 
V. Out. With ſubmiſſion, fir, I think I bring you 
very good news, to give you timely notice how you 
may ſave at once your kinſman's life, and the perpetual 
infamy that his ſuffering the law wou'd bring upon your 
family——— None of our name were ever hang'd 
yet, fir — What a miraculous eſcape it was that I 
heard on't! 

Sir OI. Ah! wou'd thou hadſt never heard on't. 

V. Out. Ay! that's true too, fir, ſo it had never 
been done; but to ſee how critically fortunate ſome 
people are! Sir, if I'm alive he was carry'd to juſtice 
Bind-over's door, nay the conſtable's hand was upon 
the knocker, and that I ſhou'd (before he had power 
to raiſe it) juſt Rep in to his redemption, was, I confeſs, 
prodipious: in two minutes more his Mittimus had 
been fign'd for 'Newwgate, and then at ſuch a juncture 
too! the ſeflions on Yhur/day; condemn'd on Friday; 
ſentence on Saturday; dungeon on Sunday, and 3a 
Pſalm in a cart on Monday terrible Tyburn ceremonies, 


e 


Sir OJ. Prithee no more 1 don't like the ſub- 


jet—— Where did you leave the wretch ? 
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v. Out. He's in the conſtable's hands now, in the 
Hall, fir —— And, poor gentleman, his accuſer 


with him. 


Sir OJ. What is his accuſer ? 

Y. Out. Oh! a judge's fon, they tell me, fir ; one 
that in a fit of malice will hang a man, and it ſhall noz 
coſt him a farthing. | 


Sir OJ. Ho! within there! 
Enter a Servant. 


Call up the folks in the Hall — I had much hope of 
him for a ſcholar too; a thing thou wert never fit for: I 
had placed half the comfort of my life in him. 
Y. Out. If you are wile, he may be redeem'd yet fir. 
Sir OJ. Cou'd I but lop him from my family, he 
ſhould hang for me; I'd ſave no thief, to make the 
proverb good upon me. | 


Enter Sir Threadbare as @ Conſtable, with Credulous, 
and Lady Gentry, (as a Man.) 


Oh! your ſervant, fir, —you are in a hopeful way, 
indeed, 

Cre. Ah! fir, I am a ruin'd creature, *tis true 
but don't, ah! don't kill me quite, fir ; your reproaches 
are as terrible as the gallows I deſerve, fir. 


Y. Out. Nay, good fir, don't grieve him, and hurt 


yourſelf too. | 

Sir OI. Hold your peace, fir——— Come but once 
in ſeven years to ſee your Uncle, and then brought 
home by a conſtable ! 5 

V. Out. Dear fir, don't ſpeak fo loud, for your on 
honour's ſake : don't profeſs to love a man of wit, and 
ſhew nore yourſelf, fir. 

Sir OJ. Diſſolute villain !-—Are you the gentleman, 
fir, chat ſay you were robb'd by this perſon ? 

L. Gen. The unfortunate one, fir, that fell into the 
hands of four highwaymen, whereof this fellow, 
whom, for manners ſake, x, wou'd call your kinſman as. 
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ittle as J cou'd, was one; the reſt are fled, but I may yet 
overtake *em, fir, add | have ſworn to hang one of 'em, 
tho? it coſt me five hundred pound in the . 

Sir OJ. O graceleſs rogue! | 

V. Out. Not fo loud, good fir. 

Sir Ol. Were theſe your College-Lectures? theſe your 
degrees, fir? Nine years at the Univerſity for this 
fellowſhip ! 

Y. Out. Take your voice lower, dear fir. 

Sir OI. Well, ſir, what was your loſs, pray? 

LI. Gen. The conſtable can ell you that, ſi 
the money's yet untouch'd in his hands; 'was an hun- 


dred pieces when 1 fill'd the purſe, fir—— but I ſha'n't 


receive it. 

Sir OI. Not receive it ! Pray why ſo, fie! don't you 
own jt all you lolt ? 

L. Gen, All the money, fir——but I had a diamond 
ring too, which one of his __ took a fancy to; it 
was the inſtrument of a firm contract between a great 
| lawyer's daughter and myſelf, 

V. Oat. I told you what he was, fir! Pray, fir, what 
does the diamond concern this gentleman ? 

L. Gen. As much as my money did, fir ; he ſhall 
anſwer both, now I have him, or ſwing fort. 

V. Out. Look you, fir——don't be pert——for, 
blood ! if I meet you in another place— 

Sir OJ. Is the devil in you? 

L. Gen. Pert, fir! 

Sir O/. Are you mad! 

Y. Out. What does he mean by ſwing for't ? 

L. Gen. The gallows: If you have a mind to hear 
of me, fir, you'll find me at the ſeſſions Mr. Con- 
fable, ſecure your priſoner, Death, fir, I did not come 
here to be brow-beaten, 

Sir Ol. Bold, fir; pray let me ſpeak with you. 

Cre. Ah! dear fir ; [Crying] ah! don't anger him, 
geod couſin. 

Sir Ol. Now who's the fool! ? Was this a time, when 
we are 1n his power too Pray, fir, what will ſatisfy 
you ? 
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L. Cen. Sir, I expect the ſum in my purſe unbroken, 
and an hundred marks. | 

Y. Out, A hundred raſcals. WR 

L. Gen. No, fir, nor five hundred ſuch, with you at 
the head of 'em. 

V. Out. Blood ! fir——=take your courſe, you ſha*n't 
have a ſhilling. 

Sir OI. Oons ! is the fellow drunk? Do you know 
what you ſay? | | 

V. Out. A hundred dogs-dungs ! 
do your worſt, 
ö Sir OJ. You do yours, I'm ſure. Who's loud now, 
ool ! | | 

V. Out. Blood! an hundred marks! 

Sir Ol. Wou'd you have the fellow hang'd? 

V. Out. Nay, fir, I aſk your pardon you may do 
what you pleaſe, but if it were my buſineſs if he 
wou'd not take three-ſcore pound, I'd ſee him rot be- 
fore I'd give him a farthing. 


— death, fir, 


L. Gen. Sir, I ſhall not bate you a ſingle half- penny. 

Sir OJ. And, pray ſir, what's ſeven pound more, thac 
all this coil's about? 

V. Out. Nay, fir, pleaſe yourſelf; if you don't think 
ſeven pound worth ſaving, with all my heart. 

Sir OJ. What's that to you, fir, fave your own mo- 
ney——*twou'd be mighty wiſe indeed, in ſuch a caſe 
as this, wou'd not it? Go, Mr. Viſdom, live by your 
wits, go. | 

Y. Out. I practiſe all I can, far, | 

Sir OJ. Blockhead ! — Sir, if you pleaſe to walk in- 
to the next room, Ill pay you the money, and Mr. 
Conſtable, pray do you be witneſs of the full ſatis faction. 

V. Out. Hark you, fir; ünce you will play the fool 
one way, be wile another, at leaſt ; don't give your mo- 
ney for nothing, for *tis all loſt if you don't ſtop the Con- 
Faòle's mouth too. 

Sir OJ. Dear Mr. Inperti nence, keep your wiſdom for 
your own affairs Why cou'd thy thick ſcull imagine 
now I did not deſign to do that of myſelf As for you, 
my precious kinſman, whom I deſign'd for a Velßb paſ- 
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tor, I will now turn out like a wild goat, to graze up- 
on the Yelp mountains—go— Will you pleaſe to walk 
this way, Gentlemen? If | had been rul'd by you now, 
| | [Ex. Sir Ol. La. Gen. and Conſtable. 
V. Out. I am very ſorry for your misfortane, couſin, 
Cre. O dear! O miſerable! What will become of 
me? _. 
Y. Out. Pm thinking what courſe of life you can 
turn yourſelf to. 
Cre. O! good fir! I wou'd turn to any thing that's 


honeſt. 


V. Out. Ay, that's the thing, fir, honeſt ! Why you'll 
ſtarve in any buſineſs of that kind. | 

Cre. Why then, can you think of any other thing, 
couſin, that you are ſure a man cannot be found out in? 

V. Out. Nay, that's not the thing neither; for a 
man may be a profeſt rogue, if he has but induſtry and 
aſſurance enough to go thro' with it; if you were but 
clerk to ſome ſuburb Jullice of Peace now or in- 
former to the Society ——or it's a mighty matter to 


have the protection of the la 


Cre. Ay, ſo it is, indeed, couſin ; I believe they'd 
find me for their purpoſe ; for tho” I ſay it, I am a man 
of very re form'd principles. k 

V. Out. I'll chink of ſomething for you. 

Cre. Pray let it be ſafe tho', good couſin. 

V. Out. Ill warrant you. 


Enter a Servant, 


Serv. Maſter Credulous, your Uncle deſires you to 


forbear the houſe, and has order'd me to take you à 
lodging of twelve: pence a-week, in Thieving-Lane, and 
when the ſervants have din'd, he ſays he'll ſend your 
diet every day from their table. 

Cre. Ah! this is an unfortunate welcome, couſin. 
V. Out. *Tis ſo indeed P11 do what I can for you. 


Cre. Do you think, couſin, I cou'd not pick up à 
penny by writing a News-Paper ? : 
mh ! Why that's a good thing too ; but 


F. Out. Hu 


11 ma © tw 
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I'm afraid, couſin, your invention is not quick enough 
for that; but I Il think of it. 

Cre. Pray ye, do——You'll bring my couſin word: 
where I lodge. 

Serv, Yes, fir. 

v. Out. Vil come and viſit you. 

Cre. Ah! couſin, you are the only. friend I have in 
the world —good-by. 

Y. Out. So! This was the luckieſt cheat 1 &er 
claim'd ſhare in; of double profit too - puts money 
in my pocket, and him out of favour, that ſtood be- 
tween me and my expectation : my father's Cambridge 
jewel, much ſulpeted to be his heir; now I think 
there's a bar in's hopes. 


Enter Sir Threadbare, and Lady Gentry, with Money. 


Sir Thr, It chinks, it chinks; make haſte, boy. 

L. Gen. Where ſhall we meet ? 

V. Out. Meet! desth ! we'll never part — let me 
kiſs thee, dear rogue, thou haſt perform'd to a miracle 
— by Mercury, I cou'd dwell upon thy lips for ever. 

[ Kiffes ber. 

Sir Thr, Hold, hold, fir, that's no part of the booty. 

L. Gen. What have you to do to bid him hold: 
cou'd not I have done it myſelf ? 


Sir Tyr. Ay; but if you ſhou'd have forgot, you: 


know, ſpouſe | 
L. Gen. Pſhah At the old place in Sr. G. les's. 
V. Out. I'll be with you in a half an hour. 
lex. Sir Thr. and L. Gen. 


Euter Cunningham and Mirabel. 


Mir, It ſeems then, fir, I'm deceiv'd! Why, I have 
been told by twenty people, you were directly in love 
wich me. | 

Cun. No, you're not deceiv'd, for I dare: ſwear you 
did not believe any one of 'em. 

Vir. That's more than you know, perhaps. 


G5 


[ Exeunt Credulous and Servant. 
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Cun. Pm ſure on't——for when men ſay they love 
without hope, they lye. Now, pray lay your hand 
upon your heart, and tell me, did you ever give me the 
leaſt encouragement ? 1 e 

Mir. Now, fir, pray lay your hand upon the ſame 
place, and tell me, did I ever ſhew you any fign of my 
diſlike? | | 
. Can. Perhaps no———but if you had, I might 
have cur'd that by flattery ; but you do worſe, you ſhew 
indifference, and that's the devil to get over. 

Mir. How do you know but a little flattery may cure 
that too. What the duce, have I nothing about me that 
deſerves a civil thing to be ſaid to it? 

Cun. Have I any thing about me, madam, that de. 
ſerves to be laugh'd at? 5 
Mir. You are the moſt phlegmatick creature. 

Cun. And you are the merrieſt gentlewoman. 

| [ Teering. 


Mir. Suppoſe I really loved you, fir ? 


Cun, Why then, if I were not very phlegmatick, you'd 


be ruin'ds for *tis fix to four I ſhould like you; and if 
I ſhou'd marry you, I ſhou'd ruin myſelf. 

Mir. Are you then really ſo indifferent as you ſeem 
to be? ” ; 

Cun, Are you not wiſer than you ſeem to be ? 

Mir, Why, what ails me? | 

Cun. You ſeem to me, either to be out of your own 
wits, or think me out of mine: Now if you'll give me 
leave, I'll propoſe a thing to you, which muſt, at leaſt, 
prove one of us mad, if we ſhou'd not agree to it; tho“, 
don't ſuppoſe at ꝓhe fame time, Ion t think you a very 
Pretty creature; but I + ou'd have you a wiſe one too. 

Mir. Pray inftruQ me, fir. 

Cun. Why, you know Lucinda and Sir Gregory are 
deſigned to marry one ancther, and have both a great 
deal of money; now you and I having very little, do 
you think it wou'd not be better, if you took dir Gre- 
gory, and I Lucinda ? 2 | 
= Mir. Nay, the thing wou'd be more reaſonable, ] con- 
ſeſs: but how are they to be taken? That's the queſuon, 
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Cun. As they do woodcocks, in a ſpriuge: rely you 


upon my conduct, III ſecure you the N in the 
] 


mean time you muſt help me to crack the ſhell of the 
lady's coyneſs, by wearing this favour, 

Mir. Why, ſhe ſent it to you. 

Cun. Therefore you muſt wear it l find her a 
little hard in coming to, and have no way but jealouſy, 
to extort a plain conieſhion in my favour. | 

Mir. Well, I'll wear it, do you look to the conſequence; 

Cun. I'll warrant you Now you have ſenſe 
Odſo! here comes the Knight-— meet me here in a 
quarter of an hour, PII give inſtructions (that are in- 
fallible) about him. 


Mir. Then I'll own you have ſenſe. [Exit Mir, 


* 


Enter Sir Gregory. 


Sir Greg. O dear Cunningham ! I am overjoy'd I have 
found thee; | have been hunting for thee, till Im all 
over in a ſweat, 

Cun. What's the matter, fir ? 

Sir Greg. O man! | want ſome more of thy friendly 
adrice— 1 have got a diamond here, which I dare as 
well be burn'd as keep, and for the heart's blood of me, 
I don't know where to find its maſter, 

Cun. No; that's hard, faith! | 

Sir Greg. It does belong to ſomebody, I'm ſure -—— 
A plague on him, wou'd he had it, for l'm all over in a 
bath while 'tis about me, and ſhe that ſent it too is fo 
damnable waſpiſh, I had as good run my eyes into the 
fire, as look her in the face till I have paried with it. 

Cun. Ha! from Lucinda, my life on't—— let's fee. 
[ Looking on the Ring] O ho! my friend, have [ 
found you, *faith P'gad this was lucky. 

Sir Greg, Hah! What, dear Cunningham / 

rg Do you ſee that little flaw in the corner ſparkle, 


Sir Greg, Where! where, pray? 


Can. Why there, juſt at the ſouth-eaſt end of the 
horth-angle, 
G 6 
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Sir Greg, Ola! ay, I ſee't now. | WEE, 

Cun. This is that very ring, fir, that ſo much blood 
is threatened to be ſhed for. 

Sir Greg, Hah! [ Frighted, 

Cun. A tun at leaſt, | 
Sir Greg. Ola! why that's more than a man has in 
his whole body. 

Cun, What a prodigious eſcape have you had, that 
this ſhould fall firſt into my hands ? 

Sir Greg, O dear, ay! Well, am I diſcharg'd ont 
. | 
Can, My life for yours, now, fir — [ Draws. 

Sir Greg. O la! What are you a-doing ? 

Cun. What a man of prudence ſhou'd do, fir— 
ſtand upon my guard while I have it about me — 
let him come to my face, I dare the raſcal, 

Sir Greg, Well! what a comfort *tis to have a friend 
behind one's back : I ſwear, dear Cunnizgham, I am 
almoſt aſham'd to ſee thee venture thy life thus for me: 
Ods-heart ! my blood riſes to fee thy courage. Od! 
T'll draw, and ſtand by thee, though 1 fright myſelf ne- 
ver ſo much for't, | 

Cun. By no means, fir : more than one to one's a 
diſhonourable feat, 

Sir Greg. I' my. conſcience I ſhall owe my life to 
- thee. | 

- - Cun. You' over-rate my ſervice, fir——tho? I own 1 
have been thinking of a thing that wou'd really deſerve 
your thanks. Suppoſe, fix, I ſhould get your miſtreſs 
for you ? | ; 
Sir Greg. Ah! dear friend, there I'm afraid thy 
good-will's bigger than thy wit, 
Cu. Why, does ſhe abuſe you ſtill, fir? 

Sir Greg. O moſt damnably ! Every time worſe than 
other: and yet that old fool, Sir Oliver, thinks as con- 
| fidently the day holds on Tue/day, as if ſhe did not wilh 
me at the devil: fir, ſhe's ſo familiarly us'd to call me 
names, that, I believe, in the very church ceremony, 


the'd ſay, 7, ſuch a one, zake thee Rogue to be my wedded 


Raſcal. N 


. L. 2 hs of . 
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Cun, Well, fir, dare you leave all to me yet? 

Sir Greg. Faith that's juſt leaving nothing to thee—— 
for I have no more hopes of her, than a drummer has 
of a regiment — I may put her in mind of her duty, 
but I ſhall never command her. 

Cun, I'll warrant you, fir, I have a device ſhall con- 
tract her to you, whether ſhe will or no, and that when 
ſhe leaſt thinks on't. 

Sir Greg, That's the only way, indeed; for if ever 
ſhe thinks on't, you'll as ſoon perſuade a bear to the 
ſtake, or a gaming lord to wave his privilege to a 
tradeſinan. 

Cun. She ſeems kind in publick, at leaſt ? 

Sir Greg, O la! yes, fir, before company ſhe'll 
wheedle, coax, and lye, like a mifs to her keeper ; but 
in private ſhe is as wild, as fierce and curſt as a cat in a 
garret. | | 

Cun. Still the. greater will my friendſhip prove 
Look you, fir, here's a letter which | had juſt writ to 
her in your behalf, give it yourſelf, and if yon don't 
immediately find an abatement of her ſeverity to you, 
ſay I have deceiv'd you. 

Sir Greg, I'll give it her this minute and if thou 
makeſt thy words good, ['il give it under my hand, that 
thou halt more wit than a conjuror [ Exit. 


Cur, Ha! ha! how greedily the gudgeon gobbles a 


cheat! 


Enter Mirabel. 


O ! you are come in time. 

Mir, Well, fir, what ſucceſs ? 

Cun. Follow the Knight, watch him cloſe ; you'll ſee 
him give a letter preſently from me to the lady 
when the has read it, do you enter, and aſk him if he 
has not one for you, which, as he well may, he'll cer- 
tainly deny ; no matter, do you affirm he has, and from 
that hint, work up her jealouſy ; yet ſeem fearful of 
diſcovering names, till you affect a prudence in retiring. 

Mir, What a malicious creature do you make me ? 
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Cun. What a ſaint wou'd you make yourſelf now? 
Can you make me believe you don't a little naturally 


hate a woman that has ſaid you have a face as brown 


and rough as a French rell; and tho' you have been 
bearing up for a huſband theſe two years, yet you have 
not rais'd one man that wou'd cver put you to the queſ- 
tion? 

Mir. Did you hear her ſay ſo ? 

Cun. And ten people more, at the ſame time. 

Mir. Better be beating up for a huiband, than beaten 
down to the price of tho firſt man that does aſk her the 
queſtion, as ſhe is-by you, fir. 


Cun. Poor ſpitetul animal! Ale] Look ye, ma- 


dam, the more liberty you take with her, the ſooner you 
finiſh my proſpect, and give me leiſure to bring yours 
to perfection. | 

Mir. I ſhall return the liberties ſhe takes, I believe. 

Cun. The way's before you. 

Mir. Away! Hah! hah! [Exit 

Can, So! ſhe's in fine order for my buſineſs, which, 
barring the Devil's ſtepping in between, | think can't 
fail Hey-dey! What have we here! Another fool, 
the very ſpawn of his maſter, and, if poſſible, more ri- 
diculous. 


Enter Simple, fantaſtically dreſt. 


Sim, Sir, J am your obedient, humble ſervant. Pray, 
fir, can you do me the favour to inform me how the 
party do's ? 

Cun. The party! He takes me for a ſcrivener ſure 
— —Pray, fir, which of the parties do you mean ? 
Sim. Excuſe me, fir, I name no names———— but 
I am under ſome obligations to a certain party, and 
wou'd willingly bring matters to a concluſion ; but, 
really, I don't find that I have heard from em. 

_ Can, Oh! upon my life, I know her. 

Sim. Not from me, fir ; you don't hear me name her; 
know what you can, talk a whole day with me, you'll be 
ne'er the wiſer, you'll find nothing come from me, fir. 

Can. I dare ſay, fir, nobody will expe& it; but, 
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really, you are ſo remarkably honourable in your amour, 
that all the world talks of your ſecrecy, I mean to Sir 
Oliver's niece, fir. | | 
Sim. Sir, you aſtoniſh me! I thought all the world 
had known her name was a ſecret. 
Cun. That's the reaſon ſo many people whiſper it, fir. 
Sim, Well, fir, they can't ſay it came from my lips, 


however: But, fir, I have been inform'd in my late re- 


tir'd walks, *twixt Paddington and Pancraſs, that there 
have been certain favours and tokens ſent me from the 
party, (whom you can witneſs I never nam'd) and theſe 
tokens, ſir, really have never come near me. | 

' Can, How! Pray, fir, what were the tokens ? 

Sim. A love-knot and a diamond, fir Really, 
the thing is not well— am apprehenfive of ſome 
diſhonourable practice againſt me. | 

Can, Sir, your apprehenſion's good, and if you'll 
take my word, Sir Gregory is the man that wrongs you; 
mere ſpite and envy of your ſucceſs with his miſtreſs : 
for when you were at Paddington, he intercepted the 
gifts at Parcraſs. 

Sim. Traytor! His miſtreſs too! Poor animal! He 
had never known what it was to appear like a gentle- 
man, but that I ſometimes, in pure friendſhip, us'd to 
dreſs him Sir, do you think I ought not to de- 
mand the combat of him ? 

Cun. Troth the wrong deſerves it, fir; but if you 
con'd be reveng'd on him without that hazard, wou'd it 
not be better? ; | 

Sim. Sir, I fear no hazard, where the honour of the 
party is concern'd : beſides, l know him to be a rank 
coward. ry 2 

Cun. Nay, then a man might venture: But how will 
the lady bear the apprehenſion of your danger? 

S/m, Why, really, that gives me ſome concern; and 
'tis poſſible the fright N her; therefore I don't 
know if a private revenge wou'd not do the thing alto- 
gether as well. Pray, fir, what was your propoſal ? 

Cun. Why thus, fir; 1 have already promis'd to con- 
tag him to Mrs. Lucinda, your miſtreſs, by a device; 
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now when he thinks he has bobb'd you of the lady, you 
ſhall ſtand behind the arras, and be a witneſs of his be- 
ing bobb'd, by my putting a falſe lady upon him. 

Sim. Sir, deſtroy me, but this wou'd make me laugh 


immoderately. 


Cun. We'll fob him, fir, here's my hand on't. 

Sim. Sir, no perſon alive wou'd be more tranſported 
to ſee him well fobb'd, than myſelf: But now you talk 
of fobbing, fir; really, I muſt tell you, I begin to 
wonder why the lady does not ſend for me, as well as 
to me, according to her word of honour ; {or, I proteſt, 
I have kept out of town (to keep my word) theſe two 
days,—on purpoſe to be ſent for: And, really, upon 
my credit -I am almoſt tarv'd with walking. 

Cun. O! walking gets a ſtomach, fir. | 
Sim. Ay, bu then it gets one no proviſions, fir ; not 
but I had a ſtomach too, but then J loft it again, and 
got it again, as often, fir, as a man ſhall get and loſe 
the fight of Paul's, in a walk io Chel/ca. 

Cun. Why don't you go to her yourſelf, fir ? 

Sim. Sir, there's a trifle call'd a vow has paſs'd be- 
tween us to the contrary, which renders the thing im- 
poſſible : But. fir, ſhall 1 beg the favour of you, if you 
meet the lady's footman running before her empty 
coach, in an orange-tawny ' livery, that you wou'd di- 
rect him and the hoſes now to Mington, for I can't but 
think ſhe Will tend for me yet. 

Cun. Sir, I'll ceriainly do it —— You are going thi- 
ther ? | 

Sin. This very minute, fir, and ſhall not return till 
ſent for; and there he'Il certainly find me, looking upon 
the pipes and whiſtling, I Exit. 
Cun. Il ha! A pretty amuſement for a lover truly, 
tho? I think there's but little difference in the beſt of us. 
But now to my own affair——— The favour and the ring 
give me fair hopes, indeed— | 


They ſhou'd be ſigns of her affetion's truth, ; 
But I muſt ftill purſue my ſurer proof. (Exit: 
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Enter Niece, and Sir Gregory. 


Niece. A letter for me ! *tis impoſſible! Nobody of 
common ſenſe cou'd ſuppoſe I'd receive it from thy 
hands Why wilt thou follow me, to provoke me 
ſtill to abuſe thee ? | 

Sir Greg. Look ye, forſooth, don't you be too huffy 
neither, leſt upon reading that letter you ſhou'd find 
reaſon to think better of me, and then look like a fool 
for a'l the confident things you have ſaid and done to 
me. 

Niece, Prithee, dear ideot, don't have ſo much aſ- 
ſurance — is it not enough I do thee the grace to re- 
ceive this from thy hands, (a thing that almoſt makes 
me ſick to do) but you muſt talk too? 

Sir Greg, Well, well, Mrs. Frumps, do you read the 
letter, pray, and then your tongue will run another 
tune, I believe. 25 | | | 

Nizce. Stand away 
ill manner'd changeling 
ing to read it? 

dir Greg, Oh! oh! I may ſtay in your fight at leaſt; 
you did nit uſe to endure me in the ſame room: the 
2 ſuperſcription has done ſome good upon you, I 
ee. | 

Niece, Ha! *tis Cunningham's hand! But what an odd 
direction *tis—To the faireſt in the family ——1 think 
I may venture to take it to myſelt without vanity——I1 
wrong his wit to doubt it. How pleaſant 'tis to make 
this fool the mutual meſſenger of our amorous ſecrets, 
and his own diſquiet. [ 4/ede. 

Sir Greg, O ho! ſhe nods at me already: Ab! it 
will all come in time. | 

Niece, Is it poſſible thou canſt laugh yet? I wou'd 
have undertook to have kill'd a ſpider with leſs venom 
than | have ſpit at thee. | 

Sir Greg. Pſhah! I don't mind you now, mun, Read 


your letter, will you ? | | 
Niece, Back then, owl's-face [Reads.) Take 


farther — farther yet——you 
did not you ſee I was go- 
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it as a of of love, that for your ſake I mortify another”; 
vanity : A folly that needs but little art to flatter it, and 
get, if rightly us'd, may ſerve 
Sir Ol, [Within] My NMece? why there ſhe is, 
in the next oom. | | 

Niece, Ha! my Uncle's coming !-—- Sir Gregory / 
why do you keep that diſtance ? You did not uſe to be 
ſo ſtrange ! | 
Sir Greg, Ah, ah, ak your ſevant, forſooth ! What, 
is your proud ſtomach come down then? And now, ma- 
dam, I have a. word or two to throw in your ear Lock 
you, madam, in the firſt place — I— 

Niece. He don't come yet; why thou ſaucy iſſue of 
ſome marching grenadier! how dareſt thou offer to come 
near me, tho' | call'd thee ? I'll make thee know, that 
to obey's as criminal as to contradict me. 

Sir Greg. Ads-heart, madam ! you'll find I won't take 
things as I have done: Þ1! contradict you in ſpite of your 
teeth, and obey you to plague you, and you ſhall obey 
me, tho' I plague myſelf; for 1'll marry you whether 
you will or no; nay, tho? I have no mind to it myſelf; 
only for the trick's ſake, I'll trick, madam, and make 
79 as miſerable a wife, as you wou'd me a horrible 

uſband; and there's the reſolution of a provok'd 
lover, that in pure revenge will throw himſelf away 
upon you, [ Going, 

Niece. The feol begins to talk reaſon. 0 


Enter Mirabel. 


Mir, Sir Gregory, your ſervant ! Pray, fir, have you 
no letter for me ? | 
Sir Greg. Not I, madam—I brought one from Mr. 
Cunningham to Mrs. Miſerable there, that ſhall be, and 
ſo your ſervant, Exit. 
Mir. I am afraid, madam, Sir Gregory has made à 
miſtake, and given you my letter, 
Niece. Ha! what do I ſee ! the very favour I ſent 
him ; I am confounded — but will ſeem as uncon- 
cern'd as ſhe. [ 4fide.] You have a mighty pretty ribbon 
there - the very ſame—Pray where might you buy itt 
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Mir. Really, madam, I don't know 
deſired N. a friend to wear it 
letter tho? ? 

Niece, Yes I vow *tis very pretty——ſome lover's 
preſent, I preſume, 

Mir. One that' would have me think he's a lover— 
But pray, madam, was there not ſone miſtake in that 
letter ? 

Niece. My heart's too full to anſwer her——T'Il give 
it her, and ſeem ignorant of all- O dear, yes, he 
gave me a letter, I cou'd not imagine from whom — 1 
have open'd it too, and if you had not come, was juſt 
going to read it. 

Mir. Nay, there's no harm, madam. [ Reads to herſelf. 

Niece, Can he then be the villain that he ſeems ? 
He is—The ſubject of the letter too confirms him ſo. 
Where's all my pride of ſpirit now, that ought to tear 
him from my heart? Abus'd, and made the ſtale, the 
property of another's hope ! Confuſion ! how ſhe ſmiles 


1 was only 
But had you any 


in ttiumph o'er my folly ! 
Cunningham at the door. "HE | 

Cun, So! my mine ſucceeds, I ſce! Tle Train has 1 
taken; 'twill bounce anon. 138 
Mir. Ha! ha! ha! 136i 
Niece, O torture to my face! ſure ſhe dares not 198% 
own her treachery, Your letter ſeems to pleaſe 'you, * f 
madam ? i 5 
Mir. Yes, truly, I can't but laugh to fee how ſome 1 
people's vanity expoſes em; and how ridiculouſly wo- 1 
men of little or no beauty will rail at thoſe that real- = 
ly have it. 1 
Niece. Has any body rail'd at you, madam ? | 38 
Mir. Um a little! My features did not pleaſe AY 
em, it ſeems. My face was only a French roll or ſo 49 
—— fla! ha! ha! 1 
Mece Ha! the very words I ſaid to Cunningham ! "FF 
betray me too! 1 
Mir. And yet the perſon that they thought liked theirs "Thr 
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better, is fool enough, it ſeems, to find ſomething in my 
face, that they have not, poor creature! ha! ha! ha! 
Niece. He's here ! he dares not own 1t ſure. 


Cunningham enters, 


Can, IT hope, madam, you receiv'd my letter? [To Mir, 
Mr. I had this moment read it, fir. 
| Niece, Nay then, he dares do any thing The 
proof's too plain. 
Cun. And may flatter myſelf that my expeQation's 
anſwer'd? 
Mir. If that Lady's uneaſineſs is any evidence, you 
may. | 
Cun. Then you think I may laugh ſecurely ? 
Mir, Av, and heartily ! ha! ha! ha! 
Cun. Ha! ha! ha! 
Niece. Ungrateful ! perjur'd wretch ! 
Cun. Madam! | 
Niece. Ol] thou haſt wrong'd the tendereſt heart that 
ever liſten'd to the faithleſs vows of man. 
Cun, I had little reaſon to think ſo from the encou- 
ragement I ſaw you give two fools before my face. 
Niece. I learnt from thee before that ſervile artifice 
of diſſembling: but tell me, was I then credulous and 
vain, to think your vows fincere? O! I had fill'd the 
meaſure of my hopes in thee, my duty, intereſt, friends, 
and fortune not conſider'd, when thy ſuppoſed fidelity 
deſerv'd 'em. 
Cu. Suppoſe me then no more the thing I ſeem'd; 
but as my heart, my hopes, and tendereft wiſhes 
would create me, yours fincerely, and only yours. | 
knew there was no other way at once to give my hopes 
a certainty but this, this innocent deceit of ſeem- 
ing falſe to ſtir your jealouſies; and if you don't ap- 
plaud the ſtratagem, you wrong the heart you now com- 
plain'd of. N 
Niece. Is't poſſible? 
Mir. Ev'n ſo indeed, madam, and if you don't par- 
don my part of the jeſt we made of you——]'ll ſwear 
you'll allow nobody wit but yourſelf. 
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Niece, Well! you have fool'd me fairly; but how 

ſhall I make you amends ? | 
Cun. That's eafily done; you ſhall make me a huſ- 

band, and I have engag'd Sir Gregory ſhall make ber an- 

other ; when I am a little recover'd from the ſurprize of 

my good fortune, I'II tell you, | 

hus tho ador d, the fair-one falſely coy, | 8 


That would with doubts the lower's hope deſtroy, 


Once touch*d with jealouſy confirms his joy. 
[ Exeunts 


NN MKM NN 


1 0 Ve: 
SCENE, Cunningham's Lodgings. 


Entee Cunningham, Y. Outwit, Priſcian, and Sir 
Threadbare. 


Cun, X 7 Ou'll pardon me, dear Outwit, that I did not 
before truſt you with my defign upon your 
Couſin Lucinda but fince you have told me how I may 
ſerve you in this new attempt upon your father, I have 
not now the leaſt fear or doubt remaining: | 
V. Out. Faith, I can't blame your caution, in ſo cri- 
tical a point ; but I am glad I have it in my power to 
ſerve you, not only for our old acquaintance ſake, but 
the pleaſure too of biting my father; nay, I'll make 
him pay the very muſic to your wedding: is the concert 
ready, Knight ? 0 | 
Sir Thr, Oh, fir, we are half the concert ourſelves ; 
we two are the tabor and pipe, that muſt make his purſe 
dance out of his pocket. Fl 
Pri/. Yes, Sir, you'll find us & cantare pares, & re- 
ſpondere parati. 


=>: 
& 2 


* 
8 
* 

WOLF. 
Ys 4 
Wwe - 
v 1 
$10). 
4M 
"x 
$8 
2 y 
1 
Ft 
1 
Wat of 
l £7 
5 7 
5 3 8 
. 
q ay 
1+ Y 
* 1 
* * 
4 .. 
> 12 
2 i; 1 
. 
"td 
4 * * 
1 
734 
* 
SE. 
% 
ES 
17 "oy 
pe 
0 1 
W487 
g N * 4 
N , 
A 
. FEY 
1 
13. 
* 
4 
1 
15% 
34 L 
& 
3 
1931 | 
7 . 
| a 1 
148 9 
3s 
TY 
155 ＋ 
15 
ik * 
9 þ 
1 
N 
31 4 
* 14 My: 
A 
M1 
T> 
5 
#1 4 
4 
5 
(7 

I 

1 

: 

' 2 

vi 

bod 
9 
mn 
ö 1 
14 1 A 
#Y f 
: X 
1 
+ 
4 : 
1 "1 
J 
v7 
7 1 
3 
. 
f 
y 
1 
KITS 
18 
1H 
I 
x 
Ws 
14 
* 

4; 

: 

. 

i} 
* 1 


Damn 
— 


r 
. 


LO" 
Fe 
— . . A 22 ate % 4 IS 


— _ — 
2 — 3 
ä 
. : 2 


166 The RIVAIL Foo s. 


V. Out. Say you ſo, my lads! faith we'll ſing Har. 
veſt-home with a melodious horn- pipe. 
Sir Thr, My wiſe has engag'd to bring the Ladies. 
V. Out. And I'll undertake the young coxcombs {hall 
follow 'em. | 
Sir Thr, But *tis time, gentlemen, we were tuning 
our inſtruments. : | 
Y. Out. Let's away from the back door. Adieu. 
 Prif. Fiſtula dulce canit, volucres dum decipit auceps, 
[Exeunt FY. Out. Sir Thr. and Priſ. 


t 
Enter Servants with a Banquet, 
| Cun. So! very well——Reach me the black gown—. 
| Are none of the gueſts come yet ? 
Serv. Yes, ſir, I believe there's one below in the 
| parlour now. 7 
14 Cun. What is he ? | 1 8 
; Serv. Really, fir, I can't be poſitive ; but I ſuſpe P 
| him to be a fool, that ſome pawn-broker's old-faſhion 
, cloaths have made half a gentleman : I think he ſaid his 6. 
name was Simple. | | 2 
Cun. The very perſon I wanted, ſhew him up imme- 
diately, | 
Ser. He's here, fir. | TY: H. 
Cun. Ah! Monſieur Simple ! moſt e wel- 
come ! You are come in the very crifis of your re- 
venge ; I expect Sir Gregory every minute! Well, how 
is ĩt ? ; 
Sim. Periſh me, fir, if I am not in a very untoward my 
condition, for between love, and cold and hunger, ha 
and one thing or other, I am really almoſt ſtarv'd, fir, 8 
Pray, fir, has not this unkind lady ſent for me pn 
et? 5 
"Da Truly, not that I hear, fir! I fancy there's as 
ſome unfriendly meſſenger employ'd between you. 2nd 
Sim. Why . it muſt be ſo; for in all appearances, C 
I'm ' poſitive the lady muſt be a perſon of honour; ¶ dle 
and could not have ſo little wit, as to think to make 2 8 
fool of me But really I was never ſo cold ſince 


I n 
# 


0 


| mouth, 1 hear more than I eat, fir 
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my firſt peeping into the world; that river is exceſſive 
bleak, and in my conſcience, I have been ſeven miles 
in length upon the banks of it; where really, fir, I be- 
lieve I have not teen leſs than five thouſand ſticklebacks. 
And I am really of opinion, that there are gudgeons 
too —Miller's-thumbs I ſaw in vaſt quantities, I 
believe I told above fourſcore — I'll make a little bold 
with your ſweet- meats. 0 

Cun. And welcome, ir, 

Sim. is ſtrange now, I have really no taſte in any 
thing. 

C55. O! love, fir, diſtracts every thing, but itſelf, 
[Servant wwhiſpers.] Udo! I have news for you. | 

dim. For me! what is it, for this plum's ſake ? 

Cun, Nay, hear me, fir. | 

Sim. I'll warrant you, fir,, I have two ears to one 


Cun. Sir Gregory's come, and you ſhall ſee him fobb'd 
immediately, | 

Sim. No! that would be an immoderate pleaſure. 

Cun. Stand unſeen there but two minutes, and Pl! 
find an opportunity to call you in, and place you at the 
table with the lady I defign to ſham upon him, 

Sim. Sir could not I drink firſt? 

Cun, By and bye, I'Il put her health to you 
Here he comes, away. | 
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Enter $ ir Gregory. 


dir Gregory your moſt faithful, hmble ſervant. This 
1s indeed the greateſt honour was ever done to my poor 
habitation. 9 9 1 

Sir Greg. Phoo! prithee pox of compliments, man, 
Pl do thee this honour every day of the week when 
I'm married, but my head's upon other things now ; 
for to tell you the truth, T am up to the ears in love 
and ſpite, | 

Cun. Soft! the lady's in the next room—if 
ſhe ſhould hear you, all's unravell'd. 


Sir Greg. Ad! *twas well you told me; for I was 1 
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juſt going to bawl out how terribly I ſhould laugh at her, 


when I got her, whether ſhe will or no. 
Cu. Oh! but don't uſe her too ſeverely, neither, 

Sir Greg, No, no, [I'll only vex her a little, or ſo, 

_ Can. Hang it, een forgive her all. 

Sir Greg, No, faith! I muſt crab her, ſhe moſt be 
vinegar'd ! I long dearly to fetch a little verjuice out of 
her; for you know ſhe has been damnably ſaucy to me. 

Cun. O! you'll ſoon tame her. 

Sir A. So Iwill, faith; for before I bed her, 1! 
very fairly ſee her legs tied to the two bottom poſts, 
her hands to the head-board, and a gag is her mouth, 
that ſhe may neither kick, bite, bawl, ſcratch, nor run 
away. 

Cun. For all this, I ſhall fee you and your lady live 
as quietly as two tortoiſes. 

Sir Greg. Nay, it's all one to me, whether we do or 
no; ſhe may be a tortoiſe, for aught I know ; at the 
bottom; but hitherto, I am ſure, I have ſeen nothing of 
it in her, but a damn'd thick ſhell, } | 
, Cun, Well, fir! now to the proof on't 
[Soft Mufick.) That's the fignal of her approach 
Come, fir, get into this gown with me, put your right 
hand through this ſleeve —— Mind you your part, and 
I'll warrant her your own. 

Sir Greg. Well, faith! this will be pure! Now [ be- 
gin to ſmoak it; do you place her in that chair, and [ 
warrant you, I'll grope her out. 

Cun. Here ſhe comes——lie till. 


Enter Mirabel. 


Lady, this homely roof and coarſer entertainment are 
too much honour'd by ſo fair a preſence ; but where 
fincere affections are both hoſt and gueſt, the place takes 
little from their full delight. 


Enter Simple, | 


This only friend I have made bold t'invite, to be the 


private witneſs of our contracted faith, 


[ AY a «LY s 4. «- 


din, 


Vo 
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Air. Your friend's moſt welcome, firz and when 
our hands are link'd in that firm chain, that muſt unite 
us ever, Fame ſhall bely my virtue, if e'er it ſpeaks 
me but an obedient wife ; in witneſs of this truth, I 
yield my hand. | Fj 

Cun. And thus devoutly I receive it. 

Mir, O! you graſp me, fir, too hard. | 

Cun. Think it but a lover's zeal, and pardon it. 

| Alide. 

Mir. Poor Sir Gregory ! methinks I pity him! how 
frangely would he rave to ſee this interview) 

Cun. O! you're ſtill too much concern'd for him: 
you know he gave his intereſt up to me, and ſhou'd you 
pity one that flights you ? 

Mir. That thought, indeed, revives my reſolution - 
— [No more delays then, but for ever make me 

ours, ; f 8 
3 * Thus, then hngt hg cs eo ts 

Sim, Hold, fir, begging your fair lady's pardon too 
give me leave firlt, at leaſt, in one friendly 
lowing glaſs, to particularize my ſeparate ſatisfaction, 
chat l conceive at this time in your united felieity, and 
that ridiculous animal Sir Gregory's eternal diſappoint- 
ment, "WM #- | | 
Mir. Since *tis your friend's propoſal, fir, I pledge 
t, | in 4:36; 4 [ Drinks, 

Cun, Tis kindly offer de. . N 

dim. Deſtroy me, but ſuch a banquet once a week, 
wou'd make me grow fat in a fortnight. Aue. 
But pray, fir, now proceed in your ceremony. 


7 


Cun. Thus then— Before the ſacred Porwers above, 
J join this plighted hand in bonds of love ; 


re And with this hand the heart that owns the ſame, - i 
re To burn for ever in this ſacred flame: l | 
Let With hand and heart Jyield my fortune too, 


And all the rights that to à wife are due; 
And this firm wow for mutual life ſhall ſtand, 
Irrewvocably ſeal d with heart and hand. 


dim, Well, now I could 
Vos: .. N 


walk bare - foot to 


Beravlct, 
H 
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and back again, and laugh at this jeſt all the way, with- 
Put baiting. Aldi. 
Mir. Thus too Before the ſacred Poauers above, 
J join this plighted hand in bonds of lowe : 
And with this hand the heart that owns the ſame, 
To burn for ever in this ſacred flame : 
With hand and heart T1 yield my fortune too, 

And all the rights that are a huſband's due : 

And this firm vow for mutual life ſhall ſtand, 

Irrewocably ſeal'd with heart and hand. 

Sir Greg. Ha! hal ha! Faith, and fo it ſhall, ma- 
dam, for here's the hand that owns the heart that you 
Have ſworn to obey. 

Cun. And, faith, Sir Gregory, here” 8 witneſs of the 
centract. 

Sir Greg. Now, now, what names have you to call 
me, pray ? 

Mir, Huſband, fir, 

Sir Greg. [Comin ont of the gown.) Hah ! Ocs- 
nails] Iam cheated, wrong'd, fool'd, abus'd, 

Sim. Extremely fobb? d, indeed, fir. 

Cun. Why, did not I tell you, fir, you ſhou'd find 
her anqther woman 

Sim. Nay, ſhe is not the fame, Sire 
witneſs; hal ha! 

Sir Greg. What the devil, have you brought my own 
man to laugh in my face too? Sir, ſince ſhe is not 

the * muſt ell you, P11 have andihier, if there 
were but another lady in Eurepe You'll find, fir, that 
I won't be married in blind-man's-buff. 

Cun. Why .*twas your own agreement, fip—— 
And if you knew the care I have taken of you, you'd 
down of your knees and thank your 1 it was no 
worſe. 

Sir Greg. A fire of my ſtars,. 8 4 did. not care oy my 
ſtars were all of a light a T am {ure þ may thaok | 
you that 'tis as bad as 1tH er 

Cun. Are net you aſham'd! Your very. inbomavity th 
has drawn tears from the la 


Mir. Ah me! Is this the promiſe of my hopes? 
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Why was I flatter'd with imaginary joy? Muſt I ſuffer 
for another's fault? Is pride, perverſeneſs, and ill 
uſage then the only way to conquer men's affections ? 
If tears, ſubmiſſion, gentleneſs, and obedience have no 
charms, my merit's poor indeed, and I deſerve the 
lights that I foreſee mult fall on me. | 


Sir Greg, Why, faith, upon ſecond thoughts, this is 


ſomething civiller than Rogue and Raſcal. 


Cun. Ods- precious! Madam, dry your eyes for 
ſhame ! I have no longer patience to ſee ſuch youth, 
beauty, and ſuch virtue thrown away on one that 
never can deſerve em. Go, fir, return again 
to her that knows you better ; that gives you language 
fitter for you; that means to treat you to your merit; 
to abuſe, to bale and diſgrace you: Fool, Slave, Raf 
cal, Monſter, is the converſe you delight in: We fell 
no ſuch ware; if you look here for blows, and full- 
mouth'd curſes, you are deceiv'd; pray, ſeek elſe- 
where — Meekneſs, obedience, virtue, are the 
goods we deal in, | 

Sim. And, pray, fir, has not your wiſdom yet diſ- 
cover'd the party, for whoſe ſake the other lady ſo hor- 
tibly abus'd you ? ha! ha! 

Sir Greg. Why, you little ſorry ſon of a 
Hark-ye, Cunningham, do but make half as much a fool 
of that whole Jackanapes for laughing at me, and let 
things go as they will-—— Here's my hand, I'll forgive 
thee all over. [ H/ede. 

Cun, O fel fir, your mind can't be ſo ſoon alter'd. 
You'll like no woman that won't fling a flipper in your 
face, break your head with a fan-handle, or bore your 
noſe with a filver bodkin. | 

Mir. Theſe qualities you'll never find in me: but 
in a fond obedient wife, the readieſt and the humble 
ſervant, | | 
Cun. *Death but he ſhall not, madam ; let his 
groſs Ignorance feel the loſs of you —]'ve a 
thought will do; I'll diſannul the contract yet, and ſee 
you better married. | 

dir Greg, *Slifte! but 17 ſhall not, fir, [Taking 

2 
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her hand from bim. ] ſhe's mine, and I am her's; and 
as long as we are one another's, according to law, 
let me ſee the man that dares divide us. If you are 
my friend, fir, prove it; and don't pretend to do me 
a good turn, and then hit me o' the teeth with it. I am 
ſure, conſidering how damnable ill I ſucceeded with 
the other, this lady can't blame me for being a little 


_ cautious at firſt. 
Mir, If it were only caution, fir, indeed I cannot 


blame you. 
Can. Nay, fir, get the lady's conſent, and I have 
NO ObjEeCtLON =o —— 

Sir Greg. Lady's conſent ! ſo 1 have,” f 
Look-ye here, ſir [Kies her.) there's my firſt 
proof of love to her———And now, madam, to ſtop 
the mouth of my friend's impertinence for ever, give 
me a round ſmack, as a proof of your love to me. 
[She kiffes him.] T here” 8 for you, fir; are you ſatisfied 


now, fir ? 
Cun. Nay, now I own your wit too hard for mine; 


indeed you have carried her in ſpite of me. 
Sim. And now, tir, I hope you'll own there are 
ladies that may be carry'd too in ſpite of other peo- 
ple; ha! ha! 
Sir Greg, Ay, but it muſt be when thou'rt her coach- 
man then, for if ever thou carrieſt a lady, without 
horſes to help thee, VI be bound to be a hack-driver 


as long as I hve, 
Sim. Sir, there are perſons, indeed, that are rid:- 


culous, and very obnoxious to ladies, and ſuch fools, 


indeed, do miſs of em 
Can, Nay, no diſſention here, I beſeech you, gen- 


tlemen—— Mr, Simple, PII do your buſineſs effec- 


tually 
Sim. Sir, Pm convinc'd that my conduct has deſery' d 


it even of the lady herſelf, fir, 
Cuu. Sir Gregory, hark . mall ahh at him 
very ſpeedily=— | 
Sir Greg, Ha! ha! 


Cun. In the mean time, I have fill contriv'd. 


The RIVAL Fools. 173 


you a new and better revenge upon your other miſ- 
treſs. _ » 

Sir Greg, How!” how ! Dear rogue, my ſpleen's on 
tip-toe at the very thoughts on't, 

Can. Why, let your contract with this lady be yet 
conceal'd; and to her uncle; fill ſupport a face of 
ſeeming inclination to her, which will make him fo 
eaxer for the match, that he'll e'en ſorce her to offer 
herſelf to you: then you may burſt into a laugh in his 
fice, turn upon your heel to her, and bid her look 
for a huſhand where there is a man fool enough to be 
ſo. Thus you humble her proud ſtomach, return her 
coyneſs with contempt, and trebte all your late difgraces 
upon her ſhame ; and let your bride, her rival's virtue, 
triumph o'er her falſhood and her folly. 

Sir Greg, Ha! ha! and if I don't do it, ſay J have 
no more ſpleen than a cucumber. Faith, and IT] 
plague the old fellow too, for he has us'd me al- 
molt as ſcurvily as his Niece, Come, madam, let's 
to bed, and ſo to church, as faſt as ever we can 
drive : | 
And then, madam Minx to her ſorrow ſhall fee, 

What a husband ſpbe as loft in miſing of me : 

How my ſpleen will be tickled, when foe finds that 
to flout her, 

1 have bobb'd her proud heart, and am married æcith- 
out her. 


Ly 


[ Exit Sir Gregory and Mirabel. 
g * Why, how now, friend? What, in a brown 
udy? a | 
Sim, Well, fir, lovers indeed muſt have patience. 
Ul e'en take another turn by the Nexww- River, where, 
if love were not an enemy to laughter, the thoughts 
of your fooling the Knight wou'd at leaſt be a two 
hours entertainment to me: but I think now of bor- 
rowing an angle-rod to paſs away the time with ; you 
know my walk, fir; if ſhe ſends, you'll certainly find 
me upon the ſame bank, juſt by the eddy, fiſhing for 
Millers Thumbs. [ Exit, 
Can, I'll certainly take care, fir 
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Enter - | Outwit. 


Hah ! Oztwwit! Well, how go ſquares ? 

V. Out. Bravely, boy! All's a- foot: the Knight's 
lady has prevail'd with my couſin, your miſtreſs, upon 
an aſſurance that. you will meet her there; and ſhe has 
wheedled the old Governeſs to go with her; and they 
are all now at the maſquerade, in the next ſtreet; 
upon which I have alarm'd my father, that Sir Gre. 
gory is fallen off, for neglects, and ill uſage, and that 
he is now violently bent upon a rich widow, (whom 
the Knight's lady muſt perſonate) and to complete his 
revenge, is reſolv'd, unleſs ſuddenly prevented, to 
marry her immediately: Now this, fir, will make my 
father eager, at any rate, to recover Sir Gregory, 
whom, by a mark, and the change of one another's 
coats, you are to perſonate ; and ſo diſguis'd, you carry 
off your mattreſs, and ev'n cheat the old Governeſs to 
aſſiſt you. G 

Cun Admirable! But where's the old Knight, your 
father ? 

Y. Ort. I left him in the ſtreet, ſtopping a coach, 
with the windows up, upon ſuſpicion that Sir Gregory 
was in the inſide on't, and ſo took that opportunity 
to ſtep up, and prepare you for our next ſcene 
Here he comes. | 


Cun, I am ready for him, 


Enter Sir Oliver. 


Sir OI. Mr. Cunningham, your ſervant: Pray, fir, 
can you tell me any news of Sir Gregory? 

Cun. No, really, fir, but what I ſuppoſe your fon 
has told you, that he's certainly gone off. : 

Sir OI. But what ſhou'd be the reaſon, think 
ans... 
; V. Oat. Shall I tell it you over again, fir? I tell 
you he's bewitch'd; my couſin's ill uſage, and 
your ſlack performance of your promile, have quite 


"Np 
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turn'd his brain, and if you don't" immediately think a 
of ſome expedient to recover him, with full hopes 1 


of his marrying your Niece out of hand, you'll find bi 
him marry'd to the widow before to-morrow morn- A 
1 5 

Sir. Ol. Ah! cou'd we but find him, Pd ſecure him bi: 
my Niece, f 


V. Out. Aſſure him bat of that, fir, I dare yet 
undertake to recover the Knight; for, to tell you 
the truth, he has invited me to his wedding, and I 
am this moment truſted with their very place of 
meeting, 

Sir Gl. Nay, then, all's whole again; we have 
him; for I have already ſent to my Niece, to 
repare herſelf to marry him within this half 
LE Come, come, we'll call upon Doc- 
tor Double- Chin as we go, whip up the cere- 
mony, and tack 'em together like a new pair of 
ſtockings. | 

V. Out. Right, ſir: but one of the ſtockings is 
mine: Now fince you have already bargain'd for yours, 
I ſhall not part with the other without a valuable 
conſideration. 

Sir OI. What doſt thou mean ? 

Y, Out. That my Knight, fir, is the fellow to 
ran Niece; and if you ſell him her, I muſt fell you 

im. | 

Sir OI. *Pſhah, prithee, why, you fil'y rogue, doſt 
thou think þ won't conſider thee? , 

V. Out, Sir, you need not give yourſelf that 
trouble; ÞIl confider myſelf; for having nothing but 


my wits to live by, I am refolv'd not to ſtarve by 
being a fool. | 
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Cun, this is no time to haggle with him, fir. : 1 \ | 
Sir OJ. Why the rogue is in the right, and I will I 


encourage him; | love ingenuity — there, tir ah, 
there's ſubſiſtence for the vices of a whole fortnight=—— 
Come, come along. | 
Y. Out. I can't fiir one ſtep, if theſe two pieces are 
not immediately made twenty. * 
H 4 


— — 


3 


* * 


33 5 
o 


— — 
— 


* * 
— — — —— — 
— 


E 
—— 


— 
— — 
r 
„ 2 — 2 wes 
> * 


— 


— _ — 5 — — 

22 A PET 

* 3 = * * = 2 . * 
< 


— = >> 
- hd * * = 
— ot Any eo”, 
— — — 


r 
* 


"ers EN " 


- +4 gas 


* N 
fa 3 2 

3 — — we 

* 4 ———— — wy 


— — 
7 


—— 


1765 The RI VAT Fools. 
Cun, Strike him quickly, fir, before he raiſes his 


price. 5 
| ur OJ. Raiſes the Devil! who ſhall raiſe the mo- 
Ney 7, 


V. Out, Every word you ſpeak, fir, is a whole 
pound out of your way: now I muſt have one-and- 
twenty. h 

Cur. I told you how *twou'd be, fir. 

Sir Ol. Why, you impudent fon of a 


V. Out. Another, fir twenty-two. 

Sir Of, Um! 

V. Out. Have a care you don't reaſon with me, *twill 
undo you. | : 


Cur. You ſee his humour, fir: faith e'en let him 
have it, tho' you fling it at his head the thing“ 
richly. worth an hundred, fir. Alas. 
Sir O/, [Afae.] Why, doſt thou think 1 don't know 
that? I am biting him all this while—— There, firrah, 
there's your money: nay, prithee, don't loſe more 
time to count it. ; | | | 
, Y, Out Always tell money after your father, 
7. | IE.) 


Enter a Servant haſtily. 


Sir OJ. How now? 
Serv. O! Sir, Mrs. Lucinda is no where to be found; 
we have enquir'd up and down, ſearched high and low; 
ſhe went out with a ſtrange lady, ſir, and the old Go- 
verneſs, and left word with Mrs. Mary, that if your 
honour enquir'd for her, ſhe believ'd ſhe ſhou'd never 
come home again. . | 
Sir OI. Undone, undone! all's blown up again, 
V. Out. The money's right, fir. 
 Cun. This is a misfortune, indeed, fir, ; 
Sir Ol. Ah! ſon! fon! now ſhew thyſelf my fon: 
help at this-pinch, and Pll—— 
V. Out, Count me out thirty pieces more, ſir 
without delay take my word too for deſerving 
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'em, for I muſt begin to have ſome regard now to my 
credit, ſir- Quick, fir, or I don't bate yow a 
ſhilling of forty. 

Cun, Faith, fir, this is downright extortion, I am 
really aſham*d I wou'd not give it him. | 

Sir OI. You wou'd not give it him len—_——Then 
you'd loſe a thouſand pound, fir There, there 
'tis, bring me but my Niece ; if it is not right, Pl 
double the ſum. | 

Y. Out. Then obſerve, fir, your Niece is now in maſ- 
querade at Lady Revel's, which is the general rendezvous 
of all the young coxcombs 1n town : ſhe has an amour 
a-foot there, to my knowledge, that you don't know of, 
and very probably intends, this night, to make a faſhion. 
able end on't. . | 

Sir OI. The Devil! 

V. Out. Suſpend your wonder, fir: You'd recover 
her, wou'd not you? 

Sir O]. O! dear ſon, at any rate, at any rate. 

Y. Out, Then obſerve, fir ; we three, with ſuch help 
as may be neceſſary, will all enter upon 'em diſguis'd, 
(for nobody bare-fac'd is admitted) pretending to be a 
ſort of anti-maſk, and fo, at a proper opportunity (which 
Pl! contrive) we may carry her off, 

Sir OI. Won't this maſking take up too much time 
tho? ? | 
V. Out. Sir, they never ſtir thence till morning: 
_ for difguiſes, J can fit you in a quarter of a1 

our, | ; 

Sir Ol. Well, well, is there any thing elſe wanting? 

Y. Out. Only the charge of good muſic, fir; it 
muſt be good, that we and our deſign may paſs the leſs 
ſuſpected ; and I can provide you that, fir, if you'll give 
your word, before this gentleman, to pay it. . 

Sir OJ. There's my hand, coſt what it will; get the 
beſt in the kingdom, PI pay it a'l. | 
f V. Out. That's all ycu ſhall pay, upon my vor!, 
ir. | 


Cun. [Afide.] And a good round ſum, ut on my word, 
r. a 
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dir Od. Let's away; let's away. [ Zertent, 


Can. I either doubt his friendſhip or his wit: 


But come the worſl, if bis attempt's o'erthrown, 
My reſolution then ſhall ſeize my aun. 


Zater in Maſquerade Lady Gentry, Niece, Governeſs, 
and Lad.es. 


IL. Gen. Come, ladies, Muſic ſhall give us now her 
airy welcome ; *twill be the belt, I fear, this homely 
habitation can afford. | | 

Niece, For me, alas! my welcome follows me, elſe 
Jam ill come hither: you itill aſſure me, madam, Mr. 
Cunningham will be here ? | 3 

L. Gen. Madam, as on his liſe, depend on't. 

Niece. Continue ſtill to let the Governeſs believe Sir 

Gregory's the ma we wait for. | 

Gov. I marvel, lady, the Knight's ſo ſlow in com- 
ing! Lovers o' th latter age were wont to ride with 
ſpurs on. 

IL. Gen. He'll be here immediately his muſic's 
come already, madam ——-He only ſtays to be perfect in 
ſome gallant device to appear with, that he has been 
beating his brains about. 

Niece. Ah! poor man ! he may beat 'em to pap be- 
fore any thing comes out of em. 

Gow. Well, well, you'll agree better one day. 

Niece. Hardly two, I'm atraid, ; 

Gov. Marriage will alter jou. 

Niece. I rather believe I ſhall alter my marriage. 

[ 4frae, 

Gow. Nay, nay, I know you are for a man of wit, 
forſooth: A Cunningham, I warrant you, one that has 


no more honeſty than a horſe-courſer, and as little 


conſcience as an Apothecary's bill: A falſe, proteſting 
wretch. In my heart, our women are all won with ul 
uſage, now-z days. | 

L. Gen. Truly, and fo are the men too, for 


aught 1 
ſee. | 


Is 
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Gov. Ay! in troth, you've hit it, Iady——Tf. true- 
heartedneſs were the thing, Mr. Cunningham might have 
prov'd himſelf an honeſt man atore now, and ſome 
folks never the worle for't. : „ 

L. Gan. Nay, men are indeed ſtrange creatures. 

Gov. h! they are no more what they were 

Niece. Than you can be what J am now, Governeſs. 

Gov. Well, well, you'll be wiſer one day. 

Niece. I'd willingly be happy firſt, methinks. 

Gov. Then Sir Gregory's the man muſt make you ſo 3 
and fay I tell you fo. 

Niece. If | do but manage him right, I hope he wall. 

L. Cen. Hark, I hear his muſic ; this muſt be he. 

ca Is So | [ Fleuriſh. 


Enter Sir Oliver, J. Outwit, Cunningham #» Sir Gre- 
gory's cloaths, all masked, Sir Threadbare and Piil- 
clan as Muſicians, &c. who take out the Ladies to dance. 


So, ſo, our company's well increas'd ! What ſay you to 
a dance, ladies? . 
Miece. What ſay you, Governeſs? 

Gov. Nay, nay, not I, in troth my jaunting 
days are done. | 

Sir Ol. Come, come, widow, you won't ſpoil good 
company, fure! We*l] have one round in honour of 
fixty-three. Ah! you can foot it till, if you were but 
well ſtirr'd. 

Gov, Well, well, a civil word makes me do any 
thing. 

Sir OJ. That I dare ſwear, by your bringing my 


Niece hither, with a pox to you. [Aſfice.. W's 
Cun, I think, Lucinda 1 = 
Niece. Cunningham ! © {8 


Cun, The ſame, fear nothing. | 18608 
Niece, Why, where's the danger? [| | 
Cun. Your uncle's here. - | 


Niece. You make me tremble. | 10 
Can, Be eaſy, he's drawn into the plot againt bl 


16 


for? 
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Y. Out. That's your Niece, fir ; Cunzingham has ſe- 
cured her already, 
Sir Ol. I ſee't: we have caught her, i'faith, boy. 
V. Out. Will you allow me wit now, father ? | 
Sir OI. Thou haſt earn'd thy money faithfully, I 
muſt allow it. | 
Y. Out. I hope to give you a better proof on't yet, 
before night, fir. 

Sir OJ. Let me but get over this plunge, and I'll al. 
low thee any thing, 

V. Out. That Pl engage you ſhall, fir, before I have 
done with you. | | 

Can. At our ſecond meeting in the dance, we looſe 
our hands no more. | 

' Niece, Are you prepared to join 'em? . 

Can. The prieit ſtays for us: has the Governeſs her 
leſſon ? 

Niece. Yes, yes, ſhe takes you for Sir Gregory, and 
will follow us. | | 

- Gow, Ah ! well ſaid, Sir Knight, ſtick cloſe to her, 

and recover the time you've loſt— We have flaid 

this hour for you. 

Cu. When you ſee us go off in the dance, I hope 

you'll go along with us ? | 
Gov, Will I! What do you think I came hither 


Sir OI. Come, come, ſtrike up, gentlemen, 


[All dance, at the latter end of which, Cunning 
ham, Niece, ZL. Gen. and Governeſs Exeun' 


and the muſic ceaſes. ; 

Sir Ol. [Dancing on] Heydey! heydey! What, 13 
the Muſic tir'd before us? | 

Sir Thr. No ſure, note de company ave done, you 
ſee, and 1s be gone. | 32 | 

Sir OJ. Ha! who! what! Where's my Niece ? Son! 
Son! my Niece ! my Niece ! 
VF. Out. Are you mad, fir, to diſcover yourſelf? 
Did not you ſee Cunningham go off with- her? 
Sir OJ. Diſcover the Devil; don't tell me, fir ; Was 
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here may be a contrivance——Ha ! I' gad I don't like 
your looks, I muſt tell you that, fir By the 
world, I'll go after 'em. [Going, Sir Thr. and Prif. 

top him, 


Sir Thr. Holda, fir, diabolo, you moſte paye de 
mouſique before you ſall goe. 

Sir Ol. Muſt! why how now, ſcoundrel! 

Sir Thr. Me no ondraſtanda what you will ſay de 
ſcondrel. Me vil hava de money. 

Sir Ol. Suppoſe I won't pay you theſe five hours? 

Sir Thr.. No you fall no be go dis five hores ? 

Sir OI. Shalln't go, fir! 

Sir Thr. No, diabolo, you no fall goe. ; 

Sir OI. Why, ſirrah, ſappoſe I have a mind to make 
you play before me in the ſtreets ? 

Sir Tha, I have maka no accord to play de ftreet, I 
ava agree to play only at de ballat; if you no ava de 
minde to danca no more, you vil pay de money, de 
money will letta you goe. | 

Sir Ol. A pox on him for a ſputtering—a——here, 
ſon, lay out; give 'em twelve pence a- piece, and let's 
be rid of *em. 

Y. Out. 'Twelve-pence ! that's but a crown, fir ! 

Sir Thr, Una corona! Ha! ha! ha! | 

Sir O/. Yah, yah. Why, what a plague do you 
laugh at, fir? I believe a crown wou'd make you all 
laugh and dance too in your own country, 

Out. Sir, for your own ſake laugh again, and ſay 
you only meant it as a jeſt, you'll be expos'd fer ever 
elſe. 

Sir Ol. Expoſe a rump, fir; I am not to be laugh'd 
out of my money, | | 


a Y. Out. Death ! fir, they are all 7altans. 

Sir OI. Why, what then, fir, mayn't an Talian be 
a ſcoundrel, as well as an Englihman ? 

Y. Out. Lord! fir, I wou'd not have this heard for 
? the univerſe. Does not the whole nation adore em, 


fir? Is any man allowed common ſenſe, among the 
$ better ſort, that is not raviſh'd with their muſick ! And 


not I to have gone along with him ? For _— I know, . 
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is any thing a more faſhionable mark of a gentleman, 
than to pay an extravagant price for't? 

Sir Ol. A pox of the faſhion, fir, they'll get no 
fach marks from me, I can tell you If any thing 
in reaſon will ſatisfy *em let's know what 'tis 
for I'm in haſte. + 15 

'Y. Oat. I'll try what I can do with 'em, fir. 

Sir OJ. [To himſelf.] What cou'd they mean by going 
off without me? Unleſs my Niece diſcover'd my being 
here, and ſo ran away out of fear that's the beſt 
I can hope of it; —— if not, I am chous'd, and that 
rogue, my fon, 1s at the bottom of it. 

V. Out. Nay, but gentlemen, bate us but one ten 

7 „ | 

Sir Ol. How! bate ten pound! why, what the de- 
vil's the whole ſum then ? : 

Y. Our. Why, fir, they are five of them, and it 
ſeems they never ſtrike a note under twenty guineas a 
man. TE, | 

Sir Ol. Twenty hang-dogs ! 

V. Out. And, faith, there's no making 'em bate a 
ſhilling, fir. | i 

Sir Ol. Oons! do they know what they ſay, why 
that's a hundred guineas ? 

V. Out. How, tir! a hundred! what at-— hah! 
five of em at twenty let's ſee um um — four- 
ſcore——gad *tis a hundr d, fir. But we had not time 
to make 223 with em: f ich, fir, I ſee no remedy, 
you pais'd your word to pay 'em. 
Sir Thr. Diobolo! For vate is alldis, doe nothing! 
Me vill be no aftonta me vill ava de money, or you 
fall ava my life taka your ſpada. [ Draws. 

V. Out. Have a care, fir | | 

Sir Ol. Hoity-toity ! O your ſervant, gentlemen ! 
What, I am to be robb'd then, it ſeems. I beg your 
pardon —<——| took you for fiddlers, but I find by 
your tools you are gentlemen of another trade 
Very good! There's your money, fir as 
fairly robb'd, I yield it -—--- but to aſk a hundred 
pound with five fiddleſticks in your hands, was an im- 
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pudence ten times beyond it—Theſe are thieves, firrah 
— -highwaymen, and I am robb'd. 

v. Out. Indeed, muſicians, fir, and you are only 
bobb' d; for coſt What it wou'd, *twas your own 422 

ment to pay 'em. 

Sir OJ. Yes, yes, and you have provided 'em with 
admirable inſlruments, I thank you. 

v. Out. Sir, the gentlemen are taking their leaves. 

Sir Ol. O your ſervant ! your fervant, gentlemen 
—— You are damnably well bred, I muſt confeſs ——. 
but 'tis no matter, ſomebody ſhall pay for't; let me but 
recover my Niece,. ane Sir Gregory mall find it all in 20 g 
bill, faith. 1 


Enter Governeſs. 


Gov. O! Sir Oliver, undone, undone! 

Sir OJ. So! ſhe's robb'd too, I hope. 
Gov. O! fir, my heart. ſtrings are broke — 
I have ſcarce life left to tell you the misfortune. 

Sir OI. Misfortune ! Why what the devil's the mat- 
ter with thee; thou haſt not been raviſh'd, haſt thou? 

Gov. Ah ! fir, wou'd that were the wort on't ! Your 
Niece ! your Niece ! fir. 

Sir Cl. What! broke her leg! 

Gow O worſe, worſe ! ſhe has broke all bonds of 
obedience, and is molt notoriouſly 

Sir OJ. With child! 

Gov. Married, fir. 

Sir OJ. the devil! | 
F Gov. To that abandon'd falfe diſſembler, Cunning 
an, 

Sir Ol. Then wou'd ſhe were with child —— But who 
was the prieſt ? for firſt VII hang him. 

Gov, E'en your own kinſman, fir, Mr. Credulous 
Outwit, that you deſign'd for the Welſb benefice. 

Sir 01, Good! I ſav'd him from one halter, and he 


has helpt my Niece to another Haſt thou ay on 
U news ? 
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| Gov. And Sir Gregory is married too. 

Sir Ol. To my Niece too, I hope, and then I may 
hang her. | | | 
_ Gov. No, fir, to my daughter: ſhe's Lady Goo; 
now, and that's all I have left to comfort me And 
ſee where they come all in a cluſter 


Enter Sir Gregory and Mirabel, Cunningham aud Niece, 
_ Young Outwit, Lady Gentry, Sir T hreadbare, Priſ. 
cian, and Mr, Credulous. | 


Sir OI. Heyday! rebellion in triumph! See what 
your care's come to now, Mr, Politick ? Where's your 
wit at a pinch now, fir? | 

V. Out. Here! here in this full purſe, fir. © 

Sir Ol. Very fine! ſo you have been in the bottom 
of all this roguery againſt me, and I am fairly cheated. 
V. Out. Io your heart's content, fir, thanks to the 
little wit your fatherly folly turn'd a-grazing. 

Sir Ol. Umph! ! 

Sir Greg, Wit! ha! ha! ha! why didſt thou ever 
pretend to it, old Knight ? | 

Sir OI. *Tis time I ſhou'd give it over indeed, when 
thou aſk'ſt that queſtion, 

Sir. Greg, Ha! ha! why you are crabb'd, old uncle 
that wou'd ha' been, | | 
Sir Ol. And you are married to a great fortune, that 
ſhou'd ha' been. 

Sir Greg. Yes, yes, if rogue, flave, raſcal, kicks, 
thumps, and bobs of the face were to be coined, ſhe 
wou'd have been a deviliſh fortune indeed; life, fir, | 
wou'd not have had her with that flint-hearted tongue 
of hers, though ſhe were ituck all over wich diamonds, 
tho? her back{de were all beaten gold, her eyes to drop 
nothing but pearls, and the reſt of her rocks to make 
wine inſtead of hogſheads of fair water. | 
* Can, That I dare ſwear he wou'd not, fir, if it had 
been only in pure friendſhip to me, | 2 

Sir Greg. Nay, faith, I wiſh thou hadſt ſcap'd he 
too, and then ſhe might have been eaten up with th 
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green-lickneſs : look you, fir, in ſhort, I have made 
this gentlewoman a lady, in ſpite of her, and have 
married her in ſpite of you, and will love her in love 
to myſelf ; and to let you all ſee what honour ſhe has 
miſs'd the being mother of, before to-morrow morn» 
ing, I'll fo ſpur up my Knighthood that I'll get her 
with ſquire. | LIT 

Niece, Well, Sir Gregory, you have made me ſo 
heartily aſham'd of my folly, that from henceforth, I 
am reſolv'd to give myſeif up to love, gentleneſs, and 
reſign'd obedience. 5 | 

dir Greg. Ay, ay, this is aſore your uncle's face! 
but for all that, who will have a plaiſter upon his fore- 
head afore morning? | | 

Y. Out, You fee, fir, all's irrecoverable— Nothing 
thrives bat what I have a hand in You had bet- 
ter AY me two hundred a year, than ſo much a 
week, 

Sir Ol. O! I cannot think of parting with any thing 
h:fore I die. be | 

V. Out. Then I ſhall certainly think of nothing but 
your death, fir, | | 

Sir OJ. Peace, I ſay — I'll think again. 

Sir Greg, Well, Cunningham, now | proclaim thee 
2 man of thy word; for I think I have ſufficiently 
ſpighted my miſtreſs, and have as heartily ſour'd the 
old r Look how ſhe looks! and now if I 
cou'd but plague my man Simple a little, the full joys 
of my ſpleen wou'd be compleat 


Cun. That you may do immediately; for here he 


* 


comes. 


= 4 


Enter Simple, with an Angle-rod.] 


You, madam, muſt join with us, [To Niece» 
Sir Greg, Ha! ha! ha! why how now, Sam! Sam? 
boy ! what, haſt thou been bobbing for grigs, and in 
the mean time, let your miſtreſs ſlip through thy fingers 
like an eel? ha ! ha! | : 
Sim, Gudgeons indeed are eaſier taken; for I hear 
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this lady, d'ye obſerve me, has caught you, fir But 
really my buſineſs is at preſent with this lady. 

Niece. Away, ungrateful man! 

Cur. Hark you, fir, *tis now too late to expoſtulate : 
The lady, I find, is betrayed as well as you; it ſeems 
ſhe ſent above a dozen times to you, and the falſe bro- 
ther that was employ'd between you, as often brought 
word you wou'd be with her in a quarter of an hour, 

Sim. Sir, if I have ſeen any living creature, but a 
few Millers Thumbs, fince I laſt ſaw you, I wiſh this 
angle-rod might never go through me. 

Can. What ill fate was this? Why, fir, the lady 
took it ſo to heart, that out of pure ſpite to her ill for- 
tune, ſhe is really married to another. 5 
Sim. Why then periſh my heart, fir, if I don't pity 
her——Yet if ſhe has undone herſelf, ſhe may thank 
herſelf for*'t——1 cou'd do no more than I cou'd do 
I kept my word; if ſhe wou'd not believe it, *rwas her 
own fault; ſhe might have had patience to have fpoke 
with a man tho'. 

- Can. hat was a fault indeed, fir. 

Sim. Nay, extremely faulty Day and night ſhe 
might have commanded me, and that ſhe knew well 
enough, I told her fo between her and I-— Madam, ſays 
I, when you find yourſelf never fo little uneaſy at my 
being from you, do but ſend me the leaſt word, Tl! 
come and relieve you in an inſtant; and becauſe a fel- 
tow has play'd the raſcal with us, for her to go and 
throw herſelf away upon this, and that, and tother, 
and I can't tell what— pfhah ! it was idly done; cou'd 
not ſhe have come to ine herſelf, and have been ſatisfied? 

Cun. That bad done it, fir. | 

Sim. To a hair, fir—but when people will follow 
their own fanci 

Can. Well, ſure never couple ſo narrowly miſs'd of 
one another. TY | by 

Sim. And as it was, fir, you ſaw I was within one of 
her, I was ſure all the while [ was between the Knight 
and home — Poor creature | it really gives me a con 
cern to ſee her take on ſo. ad at 
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Cun. And yet, I can't but fay, fir, her undoing is 
her own doing. 

Sim. But you'll find, fir, the thing will really reflect 
vpon me in the end; I ſhall hear of it as I go along the 
freets : People won't confider it was not my fault- 
but will cry, There goes the ill- natured gentleman, upon 
whoſe account the lady flung herſelf away — I ſhall 
certainly be blam'd about this. Fooliſh woman 
beſides, fir, I am really under a great diſappointment 
myſelf; for here have I turn'd myſelf out of my place 
pon her account; and now, fir, inſtead of this, and 
that, and t'other, let me periſh, if I know where to eat. 

Mir. Alas, poor gentleman ! Come, fir, ſhall 1 ſpeak 
a good word for you ? 

Sim. Really, madam, my temper is ſuch, I don't 
know how to refuſe a Iady any thing. 

Mir. O, Sir Gregory mult be friends with you. 

— 5 Greg. Well, Sam! what haſt thou to ſay now, 
y ? | 2 
Sim, Why, really, fir, I don't well know; but, me- 
thinks, here [ don't know, things have been very oddly 
contriv*d, fir : but the ſhort of the matter is really this: 
lince the party we have lately diſputed of ſeems to be 
otherwiſe diſpoſed of, that is to ſay, fince you have 
miſs'd the lady, and J really have not got her, I think 
it wou'd not be improper if we two ſhou'd take one ano- 
ther again, bY 

dir Greg, Well, well, Sam! with all my heart; a 
match, boy. e ; | 

Sim, Madam, I thank you And really the thing 
: en eaſier than it was. Pray, ſir, where do you 
ine? 

V. Out. Nay, fir, take it your own way For my 
part, I ſhall but loſe by this allowance — I have not 
tought out half my weapons yet, fir —— Beſides, fir, 
1 have a way of fighting inviſible ; many a polt have 
you had within theſe twelve hours, fir, without know- 
ing who it came from. | | 

Sir OI. How? make that appear, and Ill fay ſome. 
thing to thee, 
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V. Out. Inprimis, to let you ſee how profoundly 
your apprehenſion was aſleep, fir, I fairly firuck five 
pieces out of you for theſe gentlemen beggars, of which 
bounty your humble ſervant was the firſt publick ex. 
ample, and private ſharer. You may remember, fir, 
when you admir'd our ſpeaking Greek and Syriac, we 
were then only ſaying, in vile gibberiſh, that we wou'd 
not ſtir till we had pick'd your pocket. 

Sir Ol. But was that wit your own, fir ? 

V. Out. Pikah ! a flight preface to the volumes that 
are to follow. $8 
Sir O. How! | | 

V. Out. What think you of a certain hundied pieces 
given to redeem your favourite Nephew from thc 
hands of a contlable, for being concern'd ira certain 
robbery ? Which was indeed no robbery, no conſtable, 
no thief, nothing real, but top, ſides, and bottom, 
a, fair bite all over, fir. And, laitly, fir, this memo- 
rable hundred pounds worth of munick, which to crown 
my triumph, fir, are very: generouſ'y return'd to play 
juſt one dance at my couſin Cunningbam's wedding. 

Sir O/, Well, boy, ſince thou haſt ſatisfied me [ 
have no fool to my ſon, Ill now let the world ſee 
thou haſt a wiſe man to thy father ——— Give me the 
writings -—— There's my hand to it —— And now 
ſtrike up muſick—— 


Wit fhou'd be try d before it claims regard. 
Y. Out. But fairly prov'd, like mine, ſpou'd find reward. 


E PI UV SGU 
Pinkethman taking Bullock by the Sleeve, ſpeaks. 


Pin, HO ! hold ! Sir Bullock! ! You muſt ſtay, dear 
* * Rogue, © 
Aud tack a Rhime or two to th Epilogue. 


Bul. Pho Pax not $$ ; beſide, your Feſts are. mort in 
Vogue. 


Tf I don't think you "re beſt alone, then rack me. 


Pin, Ay, but you know =] m Better irh an Aſs to 
back me. 


Bul, O!“ Sir, for that, you'll find, indeed, e nh 


That's but one Aſs's backing of another : 

Now tho the Feſt is ſtale, of Al beſtridden, 

It may be new to ſee the Rider ridden. | 
[Trips up his Heels, and beſtrides him.] 


Pin, Odfeart ! the Dog auill murder n 


Bul, —— —_— o, nz 3 | 
In only backing of my Friend, or fo: 
Naw, proy, Sirs, tell me, did you ever ſce a F act, 

[Shewing it to the Audience, ] 1 

In every 0 ircumſtance more like an Aſs? 
Aud itt not juſt, that I ſbou d now Ree down 
The Aſs that has /o often rid the Town ? © 
But that thou may'ſt hereafter grow fo cui - 
Hey-dey ! What now ? enom— Lin. ſtruggling. J 
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pin.“ Tl tell you wwhen I riſe ? 
[Throws Bu/, over his head, and mounts on him. 


Bul. Ods-me 1. the beaſt has thrown me | 
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Pin,. — Down, rogue, down : 

' Thus rightful Monarchs re- aſcend their throne. 
So hade T ſeen, and with as little rout, YT 85 
Britons and French march into towns and out; 
And thus, by ſudden turns of good and ill luck, 
Vi&orious Pinky ftrides the conguer d Bullock. 

But now, to let you ſee the congueror's virtue, 
Tho', ſlave, I have you down——1 ſcorn to hurt you; 


Zul. Well, avell, I yield: yet all this mighty do, 
But proves, that Im an Als as well as you, 


Pin. Thus the ſole gloxy we in vifors fee, 
I firſt to make men ſlaves, then ſet em free. 
Get out, you puppy 


Bul.— Will, now let's agree. [Riſes 
And as you firft propos d, befriend the play. | 


Pin, That's true — grant, Gallants, but your ſmiles 10-day, 
Aud your petitioners ſhall euer pray: 


Bul. That every lower to theſe ſteues inclin'd, 
May the ſame favour from his miſtreſs find. 


Pin. May all the married dames preſerve their ſpouſes, 
From drink, late hours, and ill-reputed houfes. 


Bul. May no ripe virgin here, paſt twenty, tarry, 
But the firſt ſwain, that wooes her, love, and mar). 


Pin. Widows that flamele/+ lie, like unftirr'd fre, 
Be blown: by younger brathers to defire. 


Bul. May you, that keep no cows, that is, awon't marry 
Slim the ſaueet cream-bowls of your neighbour's daig. 


PIT E£ 


Pin. May all you, ſoldiers, that have lain in trenches, 
Good auinter quarters find, and foft—ſound wenches, 


Bal. The beaux flill make ſubſcriptions for the fair, 
And each preſented ticket cure deſpair. - 


Pin. Zach fair nymph's love, that's now abroad in wars, 
Come laden home with hi. and her arrears. 


Bul. May all the gameſters make their bubbles pay, 
And daily *noint em for their itch of play. 


Pin, Each miſs that pays her only half-crown duly, 
Be ten-fold reimburs'd it by a cully : 


Bul. And may thoſe cullies, whom their charms ſo urge on* 
Neer find occaſton after for a ſurgeon. 


Pin. So may theſe wiſhes wait on all that ſay, 
In hearty claps they will ſupport the Play, 
And cram the Houſe pon the Author's day. 
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To the Moſt Noble the 
MARQUIS of KENT, 
Lord Chamberlain of Her MajzsTY's 

Houſhold, Sc. 


HE utmoſt ſucceſs I ever propos'd from this 
Flay was, that it might reach the taſte of a 
few good Judges, and from thence plead a ſort of 


Title to your Lordſhip's Protection: And, if the | 


moſt juſt and candid Critics are not the preatelt 
Flatterers, I have not fail'd in my Propoſal. As for 


thoſe Gentlemen that thruſt themſelves forward up- 


on the Stage before a crowded Audience, as if the! 

reſolv'd to play themſelves, and ſave the Actor the 
Trouble of preſenting them ; they, indeed, as they 
are above Inſtruction, ſo they ſcorn to be diverted 
by it, and will as ſoon allow me a good Voice as a 
Cent I did not intend it ſhould entertain any 
that never come with a Deſign to ſit out a Play; and 
therefore, without being much mortified, am con- 
tent ſuch Perſons ſhould diſlike it. If 1 would have 
been leſs inſtructive, I might eaſily have had a loud- 


er, tho' not a more valuable Applauſe. But 1 ſhall. 


always prefer a fixt and general Attention before the 
noiſy Roars of the Gallery. A Play, without a juſt 
Moral, is a poor and trivial Undertaking ; and tis 
from the Succeſs of ſuch Pieces, that Mr. Cellizr 
was furniſh'd with an advantageous retence of 
lying his unmerciful Axe to 73%, Pew of the Stage. 


aming is a Vice that has undone more innocent 


12 "- 


. 
I 
— 8 — — =_ 
5 5 - — 
oy 1 — as we — = — 2 
— * L - % 1 , 
. 1 + 1 8 © 
8 2 GER MA 
2 * 


erte. 
Principles than any one Folly that's in Faſhion; 
therefore I choſe to expoſe it to the Fair Sex in it; yt 
molt hideous Form, by reducing a Woman of Ho- 
nour to ſtand the preſumptuous Addreſſes of a Man, 
whom neither her Virtue nor Inctination would let 
her have the leaſt Taſte to. Now 'tis not impoſſi. 
ble but ſome Man of Fortune, who has a handſome 
Lady, and a great deal of Money to throw away, 
bony from this ſtartling hint, think it worth his while 
to find his Wife ſome leſs hazardous Diverſion. If 
that ſhould ever happen, my end of writing this 
Play is anſwer'd ; and if it may boaſt of any Favours 
from the Town, I now muſt own they are entirely 
owing to your Lordſhip's Protection of the Theatre: 
For, without an Union of the beſt Actors, it muſt 
have been impoſſible for it to have receiv'd a tolers- 
ble Juſtice in the Performance. 

The Stage has for many Years, till late, groan' 
under the greateſt, Diſcouragements, which haue 
been very much, if not wholly, owingto the Mi 
management or Avarice of thoſe that have aukwaid- 
ly govern'd it. Great Sums have been ventur'd up- 
on empty Projects, and Hopes of immoderate Gains; 
and when thoſe Hopes have fail'd, the Lofs has 
been tyrannically deducted, out of the Actors 54: 
Jary. And if your Lordſhip had not redeem'd 'em, 
they were very near being wholly laid aſide, or, 
at leaſt, the Uſe of ber Labour was to be ſwal- 
low'd up in the pretended Merit of Singing and 
Dancing. I don't offer this as a Reflection upon 

Muſic (for T allow and feel its Charms); but it hs 
been the Misfortune of that, as well as Poetry, to 
have been too long in the Hands of thoſe, whole 
Taſte and Fancy are utterly inſenſible of their Uk 
and Power. And tho” your Lordſhip foreſaw, and 
Experience tells us, that both Diverſions wou'd it 
better encourag'd under. their ſeperate Endeavou!s 
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jet this was a Scheme, that cou'd never be beat into 
the impenetrable Heads of thoſe, that might have 
honeſtly paid the Labourers their Hire, and put the 
Profits. of both into their own Fockets. Nay, even 
the Opera, tho' the Town has neither grudg'd it 
Pay nor Equipage, from either the Wilfulneſs or 
Ignorance of the ſame General, we fee, was not 
able to take the Field till December. 

My Lord, there is nothing difficult to a Body of 
Engl ſh People, when they are unanimous, and well 
commanded. And tho' your Lordthip's Tender- 
neſs of oppreſſing is ſo very juit, that you have ra- 
ther ſtay'd to convince a Man of your good Inten- 
tions to him, than to do him even a Service againſt 
his Will: Vet, ſince your Lordſhip has ſo happily 
begun the Eſtabliſhment of the ſeparate Diverſions, 
we live in Hope, that the ſame Juſtice and Reſolu- 
tion will ſtil! perſuade you to go as ſucceſsfully 
through, with it. 25 

But while any Man is ſuffer'd to confound the 
Induſtry and uſe of 'em, by acting publickly, in 
Oppoſition to your Lordſhip's equal intentions, 
under a falſe and intricate Pretence of- not being 
able to comply with 'em; the Town is likely to 
de more entertain'd with the private Diſſentions, 
than the public Performance of either, and the 
Actors in a perpetual Fear and Neceſſity of peti- 
37 your Lordſhip every Seaſon for new Re- 
ef, 

To ſuccour the Diſtreſs'd is the firſt Mark of 
Greatneſs ; and your Lordſhip is eminently diſtin- 
guiſh'd for a Virtue that certainly claims the next 
Place to it. The diſintereſted Choice and Man- 
ner of your Lordſhip's diſpoſing Places in your 
Gift, are Proofs that you always have the Claims 
of Merit under your firſt and tendereſt Conſidera- 


E 
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tion. And from the Aſſurance of this Thought, 

my Lord, the Stage, the Poets, and the Players, 

lay their Cauſe, their Hopes, and utmoſt ExpeRz- 

were at your Lordſhip's Feet for Support and Pro- 
ion. | 


I am, 


My Loxp, 
Your Lordſhip's moſt Humble, 


COLLEY CIBBER. 


RR weir... oo-c.c ocb..oc.©.—.. ce or a ret: or. 
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PROLOGUE. 


917 NCE Plays are but the Mirrors of our Lives, 
And ſoon or late Mankind are chaiz'd to Wiwes ; 

Since thoſe diſſolweleſs Fetters too, muſt be 

Our greateſt Happineſs or Miſery ; 

What Subject ought, in Reaſon, more to pleaſe ze, 

Than an Attempt to make thoſe Chains / eaſy ? 

Tho in the Nooſe ſo many Souls ſeem curſ?, 

Pray who's in Fault? — For avhen you we ſaid your worſt, 

You all did feel it Happineſs at firſt. 

Therefore, our Auihor drew you once the Liſe 

Of Careleſs Hi, aud Enduring Wife, 

Who by her Patience (tho much out of Faſhion) 

Retriew'd, at laſt, her Wanderers Inclination. 

Vet ſome there are, who ftill arraign the Play, 

At her tame Temper fhock'd, as who b n 

The Price for a dull Huſband was too much te pay. 

Had he been firangled ficeping, who fhou'd hurt ye ? 

When fo provet'd —— Revenge had been a Virine. 

Vell then — to do his fermer Moral Right, - 

Or ſet ſuch Meaſures in a fairer Light, 

He gives you h a Wife, he s ſure ia Faſhion, 

Whoje Wrongs uſe moaern Means for Reparation, 

Na Focl, that æuill ber Life in Sufferings waſte, 

But furious, proud, and inſolently chaſte ; 

Who mere in Honcur jealous, than in Love, 

R:/olves Reſentment ſhall her Miongs remove © 

Not to be cheated auith his civil Face, © 1 

But ſcorns his Falſhoed, and to prove him baſe, 1 

Mobb d up in Hack triumphant dogs him to the Place. \ 

Theſe modiſh Meaſures, abe preſume, you'll oapn, 

Are oft what Wives of Gallantry have done; 

But if their Conſequence ſpou d meet the Curſe 

Of making a provek'd Awerſion worſe, 

Then you his former Moral muſt all, 

Or own the Satire juſt he ſhews you new. 

Some other Follies too, our Scenes preſent ; | 

Some avarn the Pair from Gaming, when extravarant. 
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But auben undone, you; ſee the dreadfal Stake, 

That hard preſs' d Virtue is reduc'd to mate; 

Think nt the Terrors you behold her in, 

Are rudely drawn t expoſe ab hat has been ſcen; 
But, as the friendly Muſe's tende reſt way, 

To let her Dangers warn you From 40 Depth of Play. 


CCC 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


Lord Froaglove, -» Ml Wilks. 
Lord George Brilliant, Mr. Cider. 
Sir Friendly, Moral, Mr. Keene. 


W OM E N. 


Lady Wronglove, | Mrs. Barry. 
Lady Gentle, _ Mrs. Rogers, 
Mrs. Conqueſt, 1 Mrs. Olaſeld. 


Miſs Notatle, | Mrs. Cr9/. 


LADY's LAST STAKE: 


WIFE's RESENTMENT... 


R IX. 
SCE N.E, Lord Wronglove's Apartments 
Lord Wronglove alone, muſing. : 

Lord Wronglove. 


wife - as abundance of other men of 
YL quality's wives are —. is a miferable woman: 
ak, her the reaſon, ſhe'll tell you huſband : 


ak me, I ſay, wife —— all's entirely owing to her 


own temper. 


Enter Mrs, Hartſhorn. 


: 


Mrs, Hartſ. My lady deſires to know if your lord- - 


ſuip pleaſes to ſpare her the chariot this morning? 
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Id. Wreng. Hah! That's as much as to ſay, J have 

a mind to gueſs when, and how you go out this morn- 
ing. [Afide.] Well, the chariot is at her ſervice, 
IExit Hartſ.] This continual jealouſy is inſupportable, 
What's to be done with her? What's her com. 
plaint? Who's the aggreſſor ? II e'en refer the mat- 
ter fairly to my own conſcience, and if ſhe caſt me there, 
III do her juſtice; if not, though the coſt were ten 
times hers, I'll make myſelf eaſy for the reſt of my 
life———Let me fee———as to the fat Pm charg'd 
with, viz. That 1 have ſeloniouſly embezzled my in- 
clinations among the rough and ſmooth converſation 
of ſeveral undaunted gentlewomen, and fo forth, 
That I think, fince it muſt be prov'd againſt me, | 
had beſt plead guilty to. Be it ſo. 
Very well! ———— A terrible charge indeed: and 


now 


Enter Bruſh. 


| Bruſh. My lady deſires to know if your lordſhip pleaſes 
| to dine at home to-day ? 
| | Ld. Wrozg, Right! Another gentle enquiry, [Adi 
Why, tell her tis impoſſible to puck, but her ladyſhp 
may do as ſhe pleaſes, ¶ Exit Bruſh ] But to go on. — 
Now let's hear the defendant, and then. proceed to 
judgment and damages. Well! the defendant fays, 
hat 'tis true he was in love with madam up to her 
proud heart's wiſhes, but hop'd that marriage was his 
end of ſervitude ; that then her wiſe reſerve, her pride, 
| and other fine lady's airs would be all laid aſide.— 
= — No, her ladyſhip was ſtill the fame un- 
conquer'd heroine: if being endur'd cou'd give me 
happineſs, *was mine; if not, ſhe knew herſelf, and 
ſhou'd not bend below her ſex's value. I bore 
this long, then urg'd her duty; that this reſerve of hu- 
mour was inconfiſtent with her being a friend, 2 
wife, or a companion She ſaid, *twas Nature's 
| Fault, and I but talk'd in vain.—— Upon this, 
found my patience began to have enough. on't :. o 1 
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een made her invincibleſhip a low bow, and told her, 
] wou'd diſpoſe of my time in pleaſures, which were 
a little more come-atable ; which pleaſures I have found, 
and ſhe has found out ; but truly ſhe won't bear 
it: and tho” ſhe ſcorn'd to love, ſhe'll condeſcend to 
hate; ſhe'll have redreſs, revenge, and reparation ; fo 
that if I have a mind to be eaſy at home, I need but 
tremble at ler anger, down on my knees, confeſs, 
beg pardon, omits amendment, keep my word, and 
the baz'nefs is done: Now, venerable, human con- 
ſcience, ſpeak; muſt I do this only to purchaſe what 
the greatneſs of her ſoul has taught me to be indifferent 
to? —— Am I bound to faſt, becauſe her ladyſhip has 
no appetite ? Shall threats and brow-beatings fright me 
into Juilice, where my own will's a law ? - — 
No, no, no; pceſitively no: I'm lord of my 
own heart ſure; and whoever thinks to enter at my hu- 
mour,, ſhall ſpeak. me very fair. — Moſt gene- 
rous conſctence, I give you thanks for this deliver- 
ance! And fince Pm poſitive, I've little nature on my 


ſide too, m.dam may now go on with her noble reſents 
ment if ſhe pleafes. ; 


Enter Bruſh, 


Brach. Lord George Brilliant gives his ſervice, and if 
yuur lordſhip's at lerfure, be'II wait upon you. 


Ld. Vrong. Give my ſervice, ſay I ſhall be glad to 


ſee him. [Lait Bruſlr. 
D'ye hear? Bruſh / ; {Brufo returns] 
Bruſh. My lord ! 
Ld. Mrong. is the footman come back yet? 
Bruſh, Ves, my lord, he call'd at //*ite's, but there's 
| no letter for your lordihip.. 
Ld. Wrong. Very well. [Exit Bruſh. 


ö T.can't imagine the meaning of it; ſure, 1 hav'a't 
play'd with the baby-fac'd girl ”rill I'm in love with 
) her; and yet ber diſappointing me yeiterday does not lip 
ſo eaſily through my memory as things of this gentle 
. ature us'd to do, — A very phlegmatick ſymptom. 


15 
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—— And yet, if ſhe had come, *tis ten to one, the 
_ greiteſt relief ſhe could have given me, would have been 
4 fair excuſe to get rid of her. Hum ! ay, ay, all's 
fafe, She has only flirr'd my pride, 1 find ; my 
heart's as ſound as my conſtitution ; — and yet her not 
coming, nor excuſing it, puzzles me. 


Euter Bruſh. 


Bruſh. A letter for your lordſhip. 
Ld. Fong. Who brought it ? 
Bruſh. Snug, the chairman. 
Ld. Vrong. O! tis right; now we ſhall be let into 
the ſecret. x 
[Reads . 
J won't beg yeur pardon for not coming yeſterday, be- 
cauſe it auas not my fault ; but indeed Tm ferry I could 
Aft. 

Kind, however, tho? 'tis poſſible ſhe may lye too. 
29 be ſhort, ald Teizer ſinc abs the buſineſs, poſs — 
By her ſtile, the child ſeems to have a great genius for 
iniquity; but who the duce is old Teizer? O! that muſt 
be her uncle, Sir Friendly Moral !— Smoaks the buſineſs, 

Fofs { — Very well. | 
For he watch'd me all day, as if he had been in love 
with me himſelf : but you may depend upon me this af- 
ternoon, about five, at the ſame place; till when, dear 
Diimal, adieu. Fe, 


oy 


| | 5 Tears the letter. 
Well ſaid! Egad, this girl will debauch me! what pity 
*tis her perſon does not ſpread like her underſtanding! 
But ſhe is one of Fwe's own ſiſters, born a woman. 
Bid the fellow ſtay for an anſwer. [Exit Bruſh. 


Fnter Mrs. Hartſhorn. 


Hart/. My lady defires to know, if your lordſhip pleaſes 
to drink any tea? | | | 

_ Id. Wrong, [Afide.] What a meſs of impertinence 

have I had this morning! but I'll make my advantage 


SS 


pr 
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of this. Pray thank your lady, and tell her, I defire- 
ſhe'll be pleas'd to come and drink ſome with me. 
[Exit Hartſ.] When a man has a little private folly 
upon his hands, *tis prudent to keep his wife in good 
humour, at leaſt, till the frailty's thoroughly com- 
mitted.” [ Exit. 
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Euter Lady Wronglove and Bruſh. 


= L 5 ms * on. * 2 8 n 2 = ct SE 
3 Of ZCI DEE"; 
1 > TH 8 — e — — * 
— = 


La. Wrong. Where's my lord ? 
 Brufh, I believe he's writing in his cloſet, madam 
if your ladyſhip N I'll go and ſee, 


— 


— 


La. Wrong. No, ſtay Pl —Pl — Wait 
without, 
Bruſh, Jealous, by Jupiter! I muſt look ſharp, I ſee. 
2 tires. 


La. Wrong. Writing! then I am confirm'd ! Not a. 
day paſſes without ſome freſh diſcovery of his perfidioul- 
neſs — This uſage is beyond patience Sure men 
think that wives are ſtocks or ſtones, without all ſenſe of 
injuries, or only born and'bound to bear them ! But 
fince his villainies want the excuſe of my deſerving 
them, I'l1 let him ſee I dare reſent 'em as I ought. I'll 
2 'em firſt, and then revenge em with my ſcorn — 

um! what's here? a torn letter! ha! this hand is. 
new! O! my patience ! ſome freſh, ſome undiſcover'd: 
ſlut! Here, Hariſborn “ 5 


Enter Hartſhorn.. 


Go to the door this minute, and tell the impudent fe- 
low there, that my lord ſays the letter requires no an- 
ſwer; and if he offers to bring any more, he'll have his 
limbs broke. | THE: 

Bruſh, [ Behind.) Ha! this was a lucky diſcovery ! 
Between my lord, or my lady, it's hard if I don't mend 
my. place by it, | 3 

La. Wrong. It is not yet ſo torn, but I may read it. 
—— — ill coſt his wit ſome trouble to evade this 
proof, I'm ſure . J'1] have it piec'd, and ſend it 

3 


206 The Lany's LAST STAKE; or, 


him —— I'll let him ſee I know him till A baſe, 
2 Mean——— Huh! now he's nauſeous to me. 
[Exit Lady Wrong. 


 Recenter Lord Wronglove with a Inter. 


Ld. Vrong. Here, give this to the porter. 
Bruſh. My lord, the porter's gone. [ Smiling, 
Ld. Wrong. Gone ! how. ſo! What does the fellow 
fneer at? | | 
Bruſh. My lord, I beg your lordſhip's pardon for my 
boldneſs, but, perhaps, it may be more uſeful to you 
than my filence; I ſaw ſomething that happen'd juſt 
now . 
Ld. Wrong. What's the matter ? 3 
Bruſh. While your lordſhip was writing within, my 


lady, I fancy'd' by her Iboks, ſuſpeted ſomething by 


Snug s 2 at the door (for ſhe enquires every mor- 
tal's buſineſs that comes to ſpeak with your lordſhip); 
but here ſhe came, and” bid me go out of the room. 


Upon which I made bold to watch her at the door, 


where I ſaw. her pick up the pieces of that letter your 

lordſtup tore juſt now; and then ſhe flew into a violent 

pare: and order'd the porter to be ſent away without 
is anſwer: ; 


| Td. Wrong, No matter; you know: where to. find 


him ? | 
| Brufs. Yes, my lord, he plies at hile's, 


Ld. Yrong. Run after him quick, tell him it was a 


miſtake, and that's his anſwer. [Gives a letter.] [Exit 
Bruſh.] Let me ſee I ſhall certainly hear of this 


letter from my wife ; and *tis probable her pride will 


have as much pleaſure in-reproaching me, as her good- 
nature would. in, finding me innocent. 
cars not to let her grow upoa me — To bear the open 
inſolence of a wife is a puniſhment, that exceeds both 
the crime and the pleaſure of any. favours the ſex can 
give us —— But: why am I ſo apptehenſive of 4 

r woman's being out, of humour ? My gravity for 
the matter would be as ridiculous. as her paſſion.— 


I muſt take- 
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The worſt on't is, that in our matrimonial ſquabbles, 
one ſide's generally forced to make a confidence with 
their ſervants; I am reduc'd now to truſt this fellow 
—— But I can make it his intereſt to be ſecret, — 


Enter Hartſhorn with tea. 


Hart. Here's your lordſhip's tea. 

Ld. Wrong. O! thank you, Mrs. Harbor 
Where's your lady ? | 
9 My lord, ſhe's not very well, and deſir'd me 

give your lordſhip this. [ Gives @ letter. 

Ld. Wrong. So! now it comes —— let's fee ——— 
Ha! the child's letter, faith, carefully piec'd together 
again; how —=———— here's ſome of her own band too. 

[ Reads.) | | 

Something has happen d that makes me unfit for tea; 

I ewou'd tell you what, but that I find tis the faſhion 

for married people to have ſeparate ſecrets. 
Humph ! This is ſpeaking pretty plain. Now 
if I take no notice of it, I ſhall have her walk by me 
in the houſe with a dumb, gloomy inſolence for a 
fortnight together. Suppoſe Þ let her No —— 
better talk with her ——— The moſt violent jealouſy is 
often ſubje& to the groſſeſt credulity —— YH make one 
puſh for't however; *tts certainly more prudent to come 
off if I can. Mrs. Hartfporn, pray tell your lady 
I muſt needs ſee her; I have ſomething to fay to her 
that will make her laugh, though ſhe was dying of the 
va pours. | 

Hart/. My lord, 1'!l tell her. I Exit Hartſ. 

Ld. Wrong. Or ſuppoſe her jealouſy. is too wiſe for 
my wit; ſay ſhe won't be impos'd upon: at worſt, Pl! 
carry it on with ſuch an exceſs of aſſurance, that I 
2 mortification of thinking, that þ believe I 
ave deceived her: ſhe ſhan't have the. pleaſure of 
knowing ſhe inſults me; FIF cruſh: the very hope of 
her reſentment ; and by ſeeming always eaſy myſelf, 
make her jealouſy a private plague to her inſolence, 


She ſhall never catch me owning any thing. Her pride 
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would have its end indeed, if the cou'd ance bring me 

to the humble ſhame of confeſſion, ———— Oh, ſhe's 

here! | 
Euter Lady Wronglove wery grave, 


La. Vreng. D'ye want me for any thing? 


Ld. Wrong, Ay, child, fit down: Hariſparn told me 
you were not well, ſo I had a mind to divert you a 


little. Such a ridiculous adventure ſure — I. | 
ha! ha! 

La. Wrong. I am as well as I expect. to be, tho' per- 
haps not ſo eaſy to be diverted. | 

Ld. Frong. Ha! ha! ba! no matter for that, if I 
don't divert you Here take. your diſh, child 
Ha! ha! ha! 

La. Vrong. I ſhan't drink any. 


Ld. Mrong, Hal ha! ha! Do you know now, that 


I know what makes you ſo out of humour? Ha! ha! 
La. Wrong. By my foul, you-have. a good aſſurance, 


Turning aways. 


Ld. Frong. Hal ha! ha! Do you, know too, that 


Tam now inſulting you with the moit ridiculous malice, . 


and yet with all the comical juſtice in the world? Ha! 
ha! ha! | 


La. Wrong. My lord, all this is mightily thrown 


away upon me, I never had any great genius to hu, 
mour ; beſides, that little I have, you know I have now. 
reaſon to be out of; and, to ſpare you. the vain trou- 


ble of endeavouring to impoſe upon me, I muſt tell you, 
that this uſage is fit only. for the common wretches you. 


converſe with. 


Ld. Frong. By my. ſoul, I don't believe the like ever 


happened in all the accidents of human life! Such an 


incredible, ſuch,a romantick complication. of blunders, . 
that, let me periſh, if I think Moliere's Cocu Imagi- 


naire has half ſo many turns in it, as you ſhall hear, 
child —<—< —-In the firſt place, the porter makes a. 
blunder by miſtaking the place for the perſon, and en- 
quires for me, inſtead of one at my houſe ; my blocks 
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head, Bruſh here, carries it on, and with his own blun- 

dering hand gives his miſtreſs's letter to me: no ſooner 

was Hat miſiake ſet to rights, but the pieces of the letter 
fall into your hands, 4 (as if Fortune reſolv'd the jeſt 
mould not be loſt) you really fancy'd it came from a 
miſtreſs of mine; and ſo, by way of comical reſentment, 
fall out of humour with your tea, and ſend it to me 
again Ha! ha! ha! 

La. Wrong. This evaſion, my lord, is the work ſtuff, 
that ever any ſure was made of; 

Ld. Wrong. [ Afide.) Twon't do, I find; but 'tis no 
matter, I'll go on. Ha! ha! and ſe upon this, What 
does me I, but inſtead of making you eaſy, let's you go 
on with the fancy, till I was thoroughly convinced your 
ſuſpicion was real, and then comes me about with the 1 
moit unexpected cataſtrophe, and tells you the whole j 
truth of the matter. Ha! ha ! ha! [2 

La. Wrong. A very pretty farce indeed, my lord; but ; 
by the thinneſs of the plot, I ſee you have not given, 
yourſelf much cantrivance. * | 

Ld. Vrong. No, upon my ſoul 'twas all ſo directly in, 
nature, that the leaſt fiction in the world had knock'd 
it all to pieces. - 6. * 

La. Wrong. It's very well, my lord! I am as much, 
diverted with the entertainment, I ſuppoſe, as you ex- 
pect I ſhould be. ö | 2 

Ld. Wrong. Ha! ha! Why did I not tell you I ſhou'd 
divert you? i | 
La. Wrong. You have indeed, my lord, to aſtonyſh- 
ment. Tho' there's one part of the deſign you left out 
in the relation, and that was the anſwer that you wrote 

(by miſtake, I ſuppoſe) to your man's miſtreſs. 

Ld. Vreng. O that —why that was—that was—the l 
— the — the the anſwer? Ay, ay, the anſwer was 1 
lent after the porter, becauſe you know, if he had gone . 
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2way without it, 'twas fifty to one the poor fellow's mia 248 
ſtreſs wou'd not have been reconcil'd to him this fort- 1 
night gut did you obſerve, child, what a coarſe We 
familiar ſtyle the puſs writes? | 40 


La. Frong, Coarſeneſs of ſtyle is no proof that the 
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puſs might not be miſtreſs to a man of quality: and ! 
muſt tell you, my lord, when men of quality can find 
their account in engaging with women, whoſe higheſt 
modeſty is 1mpudence, methinks chey ſhou'd not u onder 
if men of their own principles, whoſe impudence is often 
- miſtaken for wit, ſhould talk their wives into the fame 
failing. | = 

Ld. Wrong. Let me die, child, if you han't a great 
deal of good ſenſe. [ Sipping hit tea, 
La. Wrong. Tis not the firſt time that an affronted 
wife has convin'd the world of her perſonal merit, to the 
ſevere repentance of her huſband. | EY 

Ld. Wrong. Abundance of good ſenſe, 


Enter Bruſh. 
Bruſh. Lord George, my lord. 


Id, Vong. Defire him to walk in Nay, you 
need not go, child. 4 


La. Wrong. I am not in a humour now for company 


wo_— here's a couple of you. 
Ro by { Exit Lady Wronglove, 

Ld. Wrong. What pains this filly woman takes to 
weary me, always widening the breach between us, as 
if *twere her intereſt to have no hopes of an accommo- 
dation ; as if ſhe felt no pain in making her own life 


wretched, ſo ſhe could but imbitter mine Let her ge 


on Here's one that always ſweetens it. 
| Emer Lord George, 


Ah, my Georgy! Kiſs. | 

Ld. Geo. And kiſs, and kiſs again, my dear 
By Ganymede there's nectar on thy lips. O the plea. 
ſure of a friend to tell the joy! — O Wronglove! 
Such hopes! | BY | 

Ld. Wrong Hey-day! What's the matter? Te 

Ld. Geo. Such ſoft ideas ! —— - Such thrilling 
thoughts of aching pleaſure! ———— In ſhort, I have 
too much on't. | | 
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Ld. Wrong. Thou ſtrange piece of wild nature! 
Ld, Geo, Death! I tell thee, man, Im above half 
ſeas over. | 


Ld. Wrong. One wou'd rather think half the ſeas were 
over you; for, in my mind, you don't talk like a man 
above water. 
Ld. Geo. Prithee forgive me: how is it poſhble I 
ſhou'd, when all my faculties are drown'd in joy ? 
Ld. Wrong. Then prithee, my dear, float about; 
ſhut down the fluice of your rapture, before the no- 
thingneſs of your words geis over the banks of your 
underftanding, In plain common ſenſe, let's know the 
buſineſs. 
Ld. Geo. Why the buſineſs, in one word — it's 
impoſſible to tell you. 
Ld. Wrong. Impoſſible . you drink any 
tea? : 
Id. Geo. Tea! thou ſoft, thou ſober, ſage, and vene- 
rable liquid, thou innocent pretence for bringing the 
wicked of both ſexes together in a morning ; thou fe- 
male tongue-running, {mile-ſmoothing, heart-opening, 
wink-tippling cordial, to whoſe glorious inſipidity I owe 
the happieſt moment of my life, let me fall proſtrate 
thus, and ſ—p, ſ—p, ſ—p, thus adore thee ! 

7 | 75 neels and ſips the tea. 

Ld. Vrong. Come, come, you filly affected rogue, get 
up, and talk at leaſt like a fool to be underſtood. 
| Ld Geo, Don't you think there's pleaſure in affecta- 
tion, when one's heartily in good-humour. 

. | Very affected . 
Ld. Wrong. Impertinent puppy Drink your tea. 
Ld. Geo, O Wrongleve ! I have been drinking tea.— 
TTranſported. 
Ld. Wrong. With ſome laughing ladies, I preſume, 
whoſe inceſſant concuſſion of words wou'd not let you 
put in a ſyllable, and ſo you are come to eaſe yourſelf 
upon me, | 


Ld. Geo, Then prithee be a friend, amd let me 


ſpeak. 
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Ld. Wrong. Not only blank verſe, but rhime, if you 
pleaſe; in the name of nonſenſe, go on. 
Id. Geo. S wear then. 

Ld. Wrong. Swear! 

Ld. Geo. Ay, ſwear. 

Ld. Wreng. | Blood ! 
| Ld. Geo. Pſhah! Prithee. 


. Ld. Wrong, Nay, pray, fir, give me leave to play the 


fool in my turn; the moment you ſpeak to be under- 
ſtood, I'Il ſecure you a reaſonable 4 — 

Ld. Geo. Swear then never (to any mortal) to truſt 
from you, or hint, or ſpeak of what I hall diſcover. 

Ld. Wrong. Upon my honour. | 
Id. Geo. Honour! the common hackney- oath of fops, 
rakes, and ſharpers ; ſwear me by ſomething dearer than 
thy eyes, than life or liberty. | | 

Ld. Wrong. Indeed! | | 

Ld. Ges. Swear me by all thy tendereſt hopes in love; 
by thy ſoft fighs of pain, proceeding from thy. pleaſure ;, 
wear f : 

Ld, Wrong. I do by ſomething dearer to me yet 
By my ſhort ſtay after poſſeſſion! by my chaiſe after hard 
riding; by my eaſy- chair after dinner, and by. t'other 
bottle after the bill's paid, I will be ſecret. | 

Ld. Geo. Ax, now be perjur'd if thou dareſt 
Know then. at. laſt, that generous, lovely creature 
has ſaid behind my back, that l am the moſt, ſober, 
good-humour'd, and agreeably- inoffenſive young fellow, 
that ever came into a civil family; to be ſhort, ſhe has 
made me a. general invitation to her ho-ſe; upon 


which I have taken lodgings that look full into her back 


cloſet window, and drank tea with her alone this morn- 


Ld. Mrong. Some humble ſinner, whoſe. only charm 
is being another man's miſtreſs, P11 lay my. life on't. 
[4fade.} Well, and what did you give her? 


Ld. Geo. A bleeding heart, all ſtudded o'er. with 


wounds of her eyes own making, | 
Ld. Wrong. That is, you pull'd out your watch as 


Q % - i 
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you were going away, and ſhe took a fancy to one of 
the ſeals : though by the device, I preſume it was only 
a modern bauble, ſo 'tis probable you might not have 
come off much cheaper at Mother Davis's. 

Ld. Geo. Profanation! lo be {erious then, at 
once, I have ſolid hopes of Lady Gentle. 
Liu. Wrong Hoh! hoh! O thou vain, thou ſenſeleſs 
fop! Is all this mighty rapture then only from a fine 
woman's being commonly civil to thee ? The mere in- 
nocent effect of her good- humour and breeding. 

Ld. Geo. Plhah ! tell not me of whence it is born, 


let it ſuffice, I've form'd it into hope; let your tame, 


civil, ſecret fighers, ſuch as -neyer think the fair one 
ſure, till they heir che tag of her lace click, think 
it no cauſe for joy; but I've a foul that wakes, that 
ſtarts up at the leaſt dawning cranny of a hope, and 
ſets my every faculty on fire ſhe muſt——ſhe muft 
| —— ſhe muſt be won For ſince I have reſolv'd to 
hope, my fancy doubly paints her beauties— 0! ſhe's 
all one fragrant field of charms, to pamper up the blood 
of wild deſire. | | 


Ld. Wrong, Ah George ] what luſcious morſels then 
muſt her -hutband take of her? | , 


Ld. Geo. Why didſt thou mention him? — Heath 


I can't bear that thought Can ſhe love him; 
O the verdant vales, the downy lawns of fruitiul bliſs! 
The overflowing ſprings of cool, refreſhing beauty, that 
happy dog mult revel, range, and ſport in! | 
Ld. Freong, Nay, the woman's a fine creature, 
that's certain; it's thouſand pities one tan't laugh her 
ont of that unfaſhionable folly of liking her huſband, 
when here's a man of undiſputed honour: too, that 
knows the world, that underſtands love and ruin to 
a tittle; that would, at the leaſt tip of a wink, rid 
her of all her inoumbrances, ſet her at the very top 
of the mode, and qualify her for a [ſeparate mainte- 
— in che twinkling of a hackney-coach win- 
ow, | | | 
Ld. Geo. Can you be a moment ſerious? 
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Ld. Wrong. Faith, fir, if 1 am not, *tis only to make 
you ſo. 

— Geo, You ſeem to think this buſineſs impracti. 
cable. . | 

Id. VMrong. Why truly, for any great progreſs I ſee 
you bave * I don't think — ie is and if you'll 
take my opinion of the woman, I do think, provided 
you'll allow there's any ſuch thing in nature, ſhe's one 
of impregnable virtue : that you can no more make a 
breach in her honour, than find a flaw in her features : 
bate but a little of her over-fondneſs for play, ſhe's the 
perſection of a good wife, - 

Ld. Ges. O your ſervant, fir; you own ſhe has a pal. 
fon for play then, 

Ld. Wrong. That I can't deny; and, what's worſe, [ 
doubt ſhe likes it a great deal better than ſhe underſtands 
it. TI hear ſhe has loſt conſiderably to the Count of late. 
Lu. Geo. You muſt know, then, that the Count is my 
engineer; he and | have a right underſtanding ; when- 
ever ſhe plays we are ſure of her money : now he has al- 
ready ſtript her of all her running caſh, befides eight 
hundred pounds upon honour. For payment of which, 
I made him ſend her a downright preſſing letter by me 
this morning: I obſerv'd her a little ftartled when ſhe 
read it, and took that opportunity to ſkrew myſelf into 
the ſecret, and offer'd my aſſiſtance; to be ſhort, I ad- 
dreſs'd myſelf with ſo much tender regard to her confu- 
fion, that, before we m I engag'd this afternoon 
to lend her a thouſand pounds of her own money to 
pay him. 

Ld. #rong. I confefs your battery's rais'd againſt the 
only weak fide of her virtue, But how are you ſure you 
can work her to puſh her ill fortune? She may give over 
play: wh.+ will all your advantages ſignify, if the does 
not loſe to you more than ſhe can pay ? 

- Ld. Geo. O, I have an expedient for that too 
Look you, in ſhort, | won't ipoil my plot by difcover- 
ing it; a few hours will make it ripe for execution, and 
then —— but | 
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There is no fear that I Hou d tell 
The joys that are unſpeakable. 
Ld. Wrong, Ha! ha! and ſo you are really in love to 
the laſt extremity of paſſion. 

Ld. Geo. Prithee don't laugh at me. [ {feFedly. 
Ld. Frong. Don't you think I have heard you with a 
great deal of patience ? 5 

Ld. Geo. Nay, I know we puppies in love are tire- 
ſome. | 
Ld. Wrong. And ſo you think that all this extrava- 
gance of your ſtyle and geſture muſt have convinc'd me, 
that you really care fixpence for this woman ? 

Ld. Geo. Wou'd you have me ſwear ? 

Id. Wrong. Ay, come, do a little. ' 

Id, Geo. Why then, by all the ſacred ties of honour, 
frendſhip, and reſtleſs love, had I but five thouſand 
pounds in the whole world, and nothing elſe could pur- 
chaſe her | 

Ld. Vrong. I dare ſwear you'd give it every ſhilling, 
that you really cou'd love her, tho' it were only to get 
rid of your paſſion for Mrs. Congue/t. | | 

Ld, Geo. Why then, look you 

Id. Wrong. You may ſwear *till you are black in the 
ace; but you love her, her only, indeed you do: your 
paſſion for Lady Gentle is affected: not but I grant you'll 
purſue it, for when nothing's in view you're indefatiga- 
ble: You are a little uneaſy at the ſmallneſs of Mrs. 
Congueſt's fortune, and wou'd fain perſuade yourſelf you 
are in love in another place but hark'e, you'll mar 
her. And ſo, if your chariot's at the door, you ſh 
carry me to White's, | 2 
Lad. Geo. Why then (except myſelf), thou art poſi- 
tively the moſt impudent fellow upon the face of the 
earth, ; [Exeunt. 


ACT 
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"KEE TE IE SCENES continues. „ 
ea | th 
Lady Wronglove alone. 7 


7 HY am I /thus uneaſy ? Sure 1 an 
| unreafonable in my temper, I over. 
Tate-myſelf,————For if the huſband's violation of his 
marriage vow is in itſelf ſo foul an injury, whence i; 
it that the law is ſo ſparing in its proviſion of redreſs} 
And yet 'tis ſure an injury, becauſe juſt nature makes 
the pain of bearing it outrageous.— 0 hard condition 
[4 For if eien the pain provokes the wife to move for re. 
4 -paration, the world's groſs caitom makes her, perhaps, 
1 a jeſt to thoſe who fhou'd aſſiſt her. — If ſhe offends, 

| the crime's unpardonable ; yet if injur'd, has no right 

to compenſation: jit may be uſual this, but fare tis un- 
natural. 


La. Wrong. 


EZnter Mrs . Hartfhorn, 


Mrs. Hari/. Madam, the Porter's come back. 


| Enter Porter. 


Well, friend, how far have you follow'd em F 
Port. Why, and it pleaſe your honour, firſt they both 
vent in Lord George's chariot to White's, | 
La. Vrong. How long did they ſtay ? 
Port. Why, and it pleaſe your honour, they ſtay'd, 
as near as I can gueſs, about——a very little time. 
La. Wrong. Whither did they go then ? . 
Port. Why then they ſtopt a little at the coach · ma · 
ker's at Charing Croſi, and look'd upon a ſmal a 
there, they call a booby-hutch, and did not ſtay; an 
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ſo then ſtopt again at the fruit- ſnop in Covent · Gardens 
and then juſt went up to Tom's coffee-houſe, and then 
went away to the toy- -ſhop at the Temple- Gate, and there 
they ſtay d I can't tell you. how long, an't _ 
ou, 4 ) 
? La. Wrong, Did they buy any thing i ? | 

Port. Ves, a number of things, truly. | 
La. Wrong, Were they r for men's uſe, or 
how © 
Port. Nay, 1 don? t Lode + hack fort of. francis as 
the gentry uſe :—TI remember one was ſuch a kind of a 
ſmall ſciſſar-caſe as that by vonn honour” s fide, my Lord 
Wronglove bought it. 

La. Wrong. So! that was not for me, 1 am ſure. 
[4fde.] Do you now what he paid for't? ; 

Port. Troth, I Xan't ſay 1 e They t came e away, 
an't like your honour, but I did nat ſee them Pay for 
any thiig-—And ſo after ta 1 


Euter Hartſhorn. 


 Hari/. Young Miſs Notable is come to wait upon your 
ladyſhip. 

La. Nong. Here, come into the next room, friend, 
| muſt employ you farther.— Deſire her to walk 1 in; 
[]] wait upon her preſently. 7 

[Exit La. Wrong: ad Porter. 


Re-enter Mrs. Hartſhorn «with Mf Notable, 


Mrs, Hart/. If your ladyſhip pleaſes to walk in, m 
lady knows you are here, madam 
how 3 your Martin s grown within this half 
year 

Miſs Notable. O 57 Mrs. Hartftorn, you don't think 
me taller; do you? 

Mrs. Hart. O dear 3 10 an dice] Nay, 


and ſo plump-too, ſo freſh-look'd, ſo round-hipp'd, and 


I am ſure, madain, - 


full. cheſted that 


he! he! if I were a youn entleman of quality, 
Vol. II. 8 N * 


Dear madam! 
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madam, he! he! Your ladyſhi will pardon my free. 
dom I proteſt, he! he 4 g G 


Miſs Net. I vow, Mrs. Harthorn, you h 


Curt ſying and fempering. 


ave Aa great 


deal of good-humour ; is not your. ny vey fond of 


you? 

Mrs. Hart * Truly, madam, 1 have no reaſon to 
complain of my lady; but you muſt know, madam, of 
late there have been ſome concerns in the family between 
my lord and ſhe, that I vow, wy poor lady i is ſeldom j in 
Humour with any body. 

Miſs Not, I'm mighty ſorry for that What, does 
my lord give her wy occaſion for jealouſy think 
you? 


But *tis not fit for me to ſpeak. 
Miſs Not. [ Afide.J' I'm glad 3 this —="Tis pol: 
fible her ladyſhip may be convinc'd that fifteen is as bt 
an age for love as ſix-and- twenty. And if her 
jealouſy's kindled already, I'Il blow it into a blaze be- 
fore I part with her. 
Ms. Hari/ Madam, I hear my lady's coming 
| I humbly take my leave of your ladyſhip: 
Your ladyſhip s moſt obedient ſervant. 
[ Impertinently cringing. 

Miss Not. Your "©" good Mrs. Hartfhorn ; i 
you'll call to ſee me, I have a very pretty new crols, 
that would become your neck Oy You'll par- 
don me, 

Mrs. Hart/. Dear madam | your ladyſhip's ſo oblig- 
ing——l ſhall take an opportunity to thank your lady- 


1 1 — Ave Mrs. Hartſhorn. 
| Enter Ae, Wronglove, | 
Miſs Not. My dear, dear Lady Wronglove ! you 


forgive me; I always come anſeafonably, but now 'tis 
pure n. aud my concern for you that brought 


me. 
La. . My dear, you know I am always glad to 


Mrs. Hari. Occaſion, quoth'a!. O lard! madam— 
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ſee you — but you'll excuſe me, if I am not the com- 
pany I wou'd be ; I am mightily out of order of late. 
| hope Sir Friendly's well. 


Miſs Net. After the old rate, paſt the pleaſures of 


life himſelf, and always ſnarling at us that are juſt come 
into em. — 1 do make ſuch work with him. 


He reads me every morning a lecture againſt lightneſs 
and gadding abroad, as he calls it; then do I teize him 
to death, and threaten him, if he won't let me do what 


I pleaſe, VII chuſe a new guardian that will. 

La. Wrong. Come, don't diſoblige him, my dear; 
for if you'll let me ſpeck as a friend, you have a good 
natural town-wit, I own, and a great many pretty qua- 
lities; but, take my word, your intereſt and reputation 
will find a better account in truſting 'em under your 
uncle's condudt, than your own. 

Miſs Not. I don't know that; for all his tedious ſelf- 
denying courſe of philoſophy is only to make me a good 


old woman: jult the condition of the miſer's horſe, When 


he had taught him to live upon one oat a day, the 


poor creature died. So | am to ſpend all my youth in 
learning to avoid pleaſures that nature won't let me be 
able to talte when I'm old Which 1s juſt as much 


as to ſay, don't drink while you are thirſty ; becauſe if 
you ſtay while you are choak'd, you won't care whether |, 


you drink or no. 

La. Wrong. | Afide.] What an improving age is this? 
But, my dear, pray let me talk to you alittle ſeriouſly, 
and I hope it won't be loſt upon you; for you have an 


underſtanding that's uncommon at your age. I have , 


obſerved, among all the unfortunate of our ſex, mote 


women have been undone by their wit than their 


lmplicity : wit makes us vain, and wben we are warm 


in our opinion of it, it ſometimes hurries us through 


the very bounds of prudence, intereſt, and reputation ; 


have a care of being ſingled out by the men. Women, 


like deer, are ſafeſt in the herd ; ſhe that breaks away 
from her acquaintance, may be moſt followed indeed; 
but the end of the chace is very often fatal. 
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Miſs Nor. But pray, madam ! Now with ſubmiſlion, 
I think your argument won't hold; for a deer's buſi. 
neſs is to eſcape, but a woman's is to be caught; or elſe 
the world's ſtrangely alter'd. 

La. Vrong. Honourably, I grant you. 

Miſs Not. Honourably ! That is to ſtand ſtill like a 
poor dumb thing, and be tamely ſhot out of the herd 
— Now I think a young creature, that fairly 

truſts to her heels, and leads you twenty or thirty couple 
of briſk young fellows after her helter-ſkelter, over hills, 
hedges, bogs, and ditches, has ten times a fairer chance 
for = life; and if ſhe is taken at laſt, J will hold 
twenty to one, among any people of taſte, they'll fa 
ſhe's - Bro meat by half $a | * 

La. Wrong. Well ſaid, child! Upon my word you 
have a good heart: the addreſs of a lover uſes to be 
more terrible at your age.—You ſeem to have reſolved 
upon not dying a maid already. 

Miſs Not. Between you and I, Lady Wronglove, | 
have been poſitive in that this twelvemonth. 

La. Wrong, Why then, ſince we are upon ſecrete, my 
dear, I muft tell you, the road you are in is quite out of 
the way to be married: huſbands and lovers are not 
caught with the ſame bait, | 

Miſs Vor. With all my heart, let me but catch lovers 
plenty, I'm ſatisfy'd; for if having one's will is the 

leaſure of life, Pm ſure catching a huſband is catch- 
ing a tartar,—— No, give me dear, precious liberty 
content, and a cottage. 

La. Wrong. And wou'd not a good huſband content 

ou ? | 

1 Miſs Nez. And why muſt I expect a better than any 
of my neighbuors ? Yo but look into the private com- 
forts of the dear, fond, honourable couples about this 
town ; and you'll find there's generally two beds, two 
_ purſes, two tables, two coaches — two ways—— And fo, 

in moſt of their pleaſures, an unmoleſted ſeparation is the 
only chain that keeps 'em together Now pray, 
madam, will you give me leave to be free, and aſk you 
one queſtion ? | 
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La. Vong. Freely, my dear. 

Miſs Nor. Then did you yourſelf never, upon no 0c- 
caſion, repent your being marry'd ? 

La. Wrong. That queſtion's very particular, my 
dear. | 

Miſs Not. Perhaps you'll pardon me, when I give 
yoa my reaſons for aſking ; but if you never did repent 
it, I am reſolved I won't be the firlt that ſhews you oc- 
caſion to do it. | WO 

La. Wrong, I don't know, my dear, that ever I gave 
any body reaſon to think me uneaſy at home; but you 
ſpeak, child, as if you knew ſomething that ought to 
make me ſo, 3 

Miſs Net. Then depend upon't, unleſs I were ſure you 
were uneaſy already, I'd as ſoon be lock'd up as tell you 
any thing. | | | 

L. Wrong, Well! ſuppoſe I am uneaſy, | 

Miſs Not, Pardon Il can't ſuppoſe it But ſup- 
poſe you are not, then I ſhould play a fooPs part, I'm 
ſure, to make you ſo, | 

La. Wrong. | am ſures you know ſomething of my 
lord; pray tell me. 

Miſs Not. Since I ſee you are uneaſy, and I know 
you love him but too well; upon condition you'll think 
I only do it to help your cure, Iwill tell you: for when a 
woman 1s once ſure ſhe has a ſubſtantial reaſon -to 
hate her huſband, I ſhould think the buſineſs: muſt be 
half over, | | 

La. Wrong. You make me impatient. ; 
Miſs Not, Let me think a little to ſoften it, as well as 

can 


prudes are — to tell, the greateſt ſecret of her life to a 


girl! To own her huſband falſe, and all her ſober 


charms negleRed But if ſhe knew that young Pill 
Garlick were the occaſion of it too Lurd ! how 


her Blood wou'd riſe ! What a disfigurable condition 
wou'd my poor head-clothes be in? [4fide.) Well, 
madam, to begin then with the end of my ſtory. In 
one word, my lord is groſly falſe to you, and to my 
knowledge has an appointment from a miſtreſs this very 
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afternoon, to meet her in a hackney coach in the road 
to Chel/ea. | 

La. Wrong. All this, my dear, except their placg of 
meeting, I knew before ; but how you come to knoy 
it, 1 confeſs amazes me. 

Miſs Vor. Look you, madam, all I know is this 
While my Lord Wronglove and Lord George ſtay'd at our 
houſe to ſpeak with Lady Genzle this morning, I hap. 
pened to fit in the next room to 'em, reading the laſt 
1 ew play: where, among the reſt of their precions dif. 
- courſe, i over-heard my Lord Vroręlove tell Lord Gig. 
the very appointment, word for word as I have told 
it to you, | | 

La. Vrong. You did not hear her name? 

Miſs Net. No, nor what ſhe was; only that ſhe's 
pretty aud young: for I remember Lord Geerge ridiculed 
his fancy, and called her green fruit Little, if 
you pleaſe, ſays t'other, but riper, I'II warrant her: 
and 1 had rather gather my fruit myſelf, than have it 
(like you) through the ſeveral hands that bring it to 
Covent- Garden. 

La. Wrong. The brutal thought 

Miſs Net. When my lady came down, ſhe made em 
ſtay dinner; which was no ſooner done, but I imme- 
diately ſlipt away to tell you of it: for coats was 
much touched with the wrong done to your ladyſhip, 25 
if it had been to myſelf, 

La. Wrong. My dear, I am extremely oblig'd to you. 

Miſs Net. I'm ſure I meant well For to know the 
worſt, is not half ſo bad as to miſtruſt it. 

La. Wrong. Infinitely oblig'd to you. 

Miſs Net. Oh! ſhe's dcliciouſly uneaſy. [ Aſide, aud 
pleas d.] I'll tell you what 1 wou'd adviſe your ladyſhip 
todo: call for your hood and ſcarf, and an hackney 
coach to the door this minute — In the mean time 
I'll ep home again, (for I am ſure they are not gone 
yet, the tea was but juſt call'd for when 1 came away) 
and the moment my Lord Vronglowe takes his leave, 
Vil-ſend you word: then may you cl-p on your maß, 
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drive after him, and in five minutes I'll lay my life you 
catch them together. 

La. Vrong. Why then, if you'll do me the favour to 
ſend me that word, my dear, I ſhall have leiſure 
in the mean time, perhaps, to improve upon your 
advice. 


Miſs Not. If you'll le: one of your people ſend my 


ſervant. for a chair, I'll go this minute. 

La. Wrong, Here — Who's there? 

[2Mrs. Hartfhorn at the door, 

Miſs Nez. Now T think I ſhall be even with his ho- 
nour; I'll teach him to tell of favours before he has em 
at leaſt ; if I had not diſcovered him, in my conſcience 
he had let madam diſcover me, [ 4/ide. 

r Wreng. 1 wou'd not but have known this for the 
World. | 

Miſs Not. I am overjoy'd T can ſerve your ladyſhip: 
you'll excuſe my tuning away. 


Auer Mr, Hartfhora;: 


Ms, Hariſ. Here's a chair, madam, | 

Miſs Not, Well, I'll take no leave, for I'll call again 
by and bye, to know your ſucceſs. | 

Miſs Nor. - Your ſervant, ſervant, _ [ Runs off. 

La. Wrong. Get me a hood and ſcarf, and a maik, 
and bid one of the footmen call an hackney coach to 
the door immediately. [Exit Mrs, Hartſhorn.] What 
wiil become of me ? Should not I ſtrive to hate him? 
I think I almoſt do. Is he not contemptible? Fogh ! 


—— What odious thing muſt this be, that he converſes 


with! A. woman without modeſty has ſomething ſure 
of horror in her nature! What is it then in men, that 
. over-looks ſor foul a coarſeneſs in the heart, and makes 
'em infamouſly fond of ſhame and outſide ?—l bluſh to 


think on't, — How tame mutt he ſuppoſe me if I bear. 


this uſage ? I'll let him ſee I have a ſpirit as daring as 

his own, and as reſentful too: fince he dares be baſe, 

cannot bear but he ſhould ſee I know him ſo. To 

bgh in ſecret o'er my es, and pay his falſhood the 
4 
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regards I only owe to his truth, is more than nature ca 
ſubmit to, 


When once the nuptial bond's by him deſtiroy'd, 
The obligations of the wife are void. FExit, 


SCENE changes to Lady Gentle's Houſe. 


Lady Gentle, Lord Wronglove, and Lord George, at a 
* tea- table. | 


La. Gen. {To Lerd Wronglove.] Come, come, my 
ford, you muſt ſtay another diſh, indeed, | 
Id. Vrong. Upon my faith, madam, my buſineſs 1s 
of the Jait concern; your ladyſhip knows 1 don't ule 
to ſtart from good company. 2 
La. Gen. Well! 1 Sen give you over, you grow per- 
ſectly good for nothing. 

1d. Wrong. The truth on't is, madam, we fond huſ- 
bands are fit for nothing but our wives, _ 

La. Gen. Come, none of your raillery upon one that's 
too good for you. | | 1 | 

Ld. Wrong. Why, ſhe has ſome high qualities in- 
deed, madam, that I confeſs are far above my merit; 
but l'm endeavouring every day to deſerve 'em as faſt 
as | can. - 48 

La. Gen. Go, go! You deſerve nothing at all; nov 
you diſoblige we. | GIVE 2 

Ld. Wrong. I ſhall take a better opportunity to make 
myſelf amends for going ſo ſoon ; 1 am your Jadyſkip's 
moſt humble ſervant . Mrs. Congaeft, pray take care of 

Lord George. | db. 
Mrs. Con. O! he ſhall want for nothing, my lord; 
pray, do you take the ſame care of the lady you art 
ng to. | | ö 
La. Wrong. Ha! ba! ha! [Exit Lord Wronglove. 
Ld. Geo. My Lord Wronglove is a very pretty gentle- 
man; and yet how unaccountable tis to hear good ſenſe 


- zeſt upon marriage! ee 
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La. Gent. My lord has ſo much good ſenſe, that he 
does not mean what he ſays, I dare ſwear for him. 

Ld. Geo. Indeed, madam, I can't think he does; I. 
never ſaw any thing amiſs in his actions, either at home 
or abroad. 

La. Gent. Nor I, indeed: and I think your lordſhip 
very much to be commended ; you love to put the faireſt 
conſtruction upon things; it's a certain ſign of good 
ſenſe, and good principles, | = 

Ld. Geo, Your ladyllüp has ſo much of both, that I 
can't help being proud of any thing that recommends 
me to your eſteem. 4 | 

La. Gent. Upon my word, my lord, you have a great 
ſhare on't, and I think very defervedly : *tis not a com- 

mon thing in this town, to find a 2 of your 
figure that has courage enough to keep marriage in 


countenance, eſpecially when it's ſo much the mode to 
be ſevere upon't. 1 


Ld. Geo. Now that to me is an intolerable vanity, to 
ſee a man aſham'd of being honourably happy, becauſe 
tis the faſhion to be viciouſly wretched —1 don't know 
how it may be with other people ; but if I were marry'd, 
I ſhou'd as much tremble to ſneak lightly of my wife, 
as my religion. 

Mr. Con. O! the hypocritical monſter—— When he 
knows I know, [a/ide] if he were to be hanged, he'd 
ſcarce think it a reprieve to be married There's 
roguery at the bottom of all this, I'm ſure — The 
Devil does not uſe to turn ſaint for nothing. 

La. Gent. 1 am in hopes your lordſhip's good opinion 
of marriage will perſuade you not to be long out of it : 
we that feel the hapineſs of a condition ourſelves, na- 
turally wiſh our fricnds in it. 70 

Mrs. Con. What do you think of me, my lord? You 
know I have been about you a great while. | 

Ld. Geo. Fy! fy! You marry! A mere rake! 1 

Mrs. Con. O! but I fancy now, a man of your ſobriety, 
and ftay'd temper, wou'd ſoon reform me. * 


Ld. Geo, [Afide.} This 3 devil ſmokes me 
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Ware mortals, faith It ſhews her a little jealous, 
however, | | | 
Mrs. Con. I'll be whipp'd if ever you marry more t9 


- your mind; what ſignifies two or three thouſand pounds 
in one's fortune, where you are ſure it wou'd be made 


up in good-humour and obedience ? 

Ld. Geo. And conſidering how intimate a foot you and 
J have always convers'd upon; what a venerable figure 
ſhou'd I make in the ſolemn authority of an huſband, 
pretending to command you ?. 

La. Gent. O! if you were married, there would be 


but one will between you. 


Ld. Geo. There's the danger, madam ; being but 


one, we ſhou'd certainly ſquabble who ſhou'd have it, 
I ſhou'd like Mrs. Congueſt, perhaps, for my wife's 


companion: one as a light allay to the ſofine's of the 
other's temper: but if I were once fix'd in love, and 
ſhou'd unfortunately bolt upon the leaſt glimpſe of jea- 


| louſy, I am ſuch a ſlave to tenderneſs, I know twould 


break my heart. 
Mrs. Con. Now cau'd I waſh his face with my tea, 
| [ Aide, 
La. Gent. Well, I'm confident my lord wou'd make 


an extreme good huſband, 


Ld. Geo. I don't know but I really might, magam, if 
I cow'd perſuade any woman, beſide your ladyinip, to 
think ſo. i | 

Mrs. Con. [ Aſi le.] How artfully the monſter ſcrews 
himſelf into her good opinion; I mult take him down 
a little.-Pray, my lord, how {many women have you 


had of late, by way of balm, to heal the flight wound [ 


gave you ? | | 
Ld. Gre, Upon my faith, madam, I had my wound 
and cure from the ſame perſon ; my paſſion for you 


went forward like Penelope's web; whatever your eye did 


in the day, a very ſhort reflection upon your temper 
unravell'd at night; ſo that if you will needs know the 
truth, I have not been reduc'd of late to apply myſelf 
for relief to any body but your ladyſhip, Ha! ha! 
ha! ha! [feds an inſulting laughs 


a. > 
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Mrs. Con. Well, he has a glorious afſurance ! 

Ld. Geo. I fancy, Mrs. Congueſt, you meaſure my 
principles by your own ; for by your queſtion you ſeem 
to think me a very wild creature. 

Mrs. Con. O fye, my lord! So far from it, that I 
never ſaw any thing fo aſtoniſhingly. modeſt, Eo 

Ld. Geo. Not ſo modeſt'neither, madam ; but if my 
Lady Gentle will give me leave, I dare uſe you moſt in- 
toler ably for this. | = 

La. Gent. Ev'n as you pleaſe, my lord; for I con- 
feſs her aſſurance is enough to daſh any one out of coun- 
te nance. 

Ld. Geo. Does your ladyſhip hear that, madam ? 
Remember now, that I am allowed the modeſter perſon ; 
but to let you fee, that in a juſt cauſe I ſcorn to take 
the advantage of my charaQer, III lay it afide for 
once, and with an honeſt freedom tell you, your at- 
tempts upon me are vain ; you are homely, downright 
homely ; and if ſhe were not a-kin to me, 1 wou'd as 
ſoon marry my grandmother, Ms | 

Mrs. Con. Ah, poor ſoul ! every body knows, as well 


as myſelf, I am more than tolerably handſome : and 


(which you are ready to tear your fleſh at) the whole 
town knows you think ſo. 


Ld. Geo. Madam —— did your ladyſhip ever hear fo 


tranſcendant an aſſurance? 7 

La. Gent, Nay, I'm on ycur fide, my lord—1 think 
you can't be too free with her. 

Ld. Geo. 111 tell your lady ſhip what this creature did 
once; ſuch an inſtance of her intrepid ſelf-ſuli- 
ciency — 

La, Gent, Pray let's hear it. Ha, ha! 

Mrs. Con, With all my heart, Il be heard too. 

Ld, Geo. I'll tell you, madam About two years 


ago, I happened to make a country viſit to my Lady 

oenqueſt, her mother; and one day at the table, 1 re- 
member, I was particularly pleas'd with the entertain. 
ment: and, upon enquiry, found that the bill of fare was 
under the direction of Mademoiſelle here: now it hap- 
pened at that time, I 2 myſelf in want of a houſe- 
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keeper ; upon which account I thought it wou'd not be 
amiſs, if I now and then paid her a little particular ci. 
- vility : to be ſhort, I fairly told her, I had a great 
mind to have a plain good houſe-wife about me; and 
dropt ſome broad hints, that the place might be her's 
for aſking Wou'd you believe it, E if I'm 
alive, the creature grew ſo vain upon't, ſo deplot ably 
miſtook my meaning, that ſhe told me her fortune de- 
pended upon her mother's will, and therefore ſhe could 
receive no propoſals of marriage without her conſent : 
Ha! ha! Now after that unfortunate blunder of her's, 
whether I ever gave my lady the leaſt trouble about the 
buſineſs, I leave to the ſmall! remainder of her own con- 
ſcience. | 
Mrs. Con. Madam, as I hope to be married, the poor 
wretch fell downright in love with me! For tho? he de- 
ſign'd only to make two days ſtay with us, it was above 
three months before I was able to get rid of him, 
When he came firſt, indeed, he was a pretty ſort of a 
tolerable impudent young fellow ; but before he left 
us, (O the power of beauty!) I moſt barbarouſly re- 
duc'd him to a ſighing, humble, downright dullneſs and 
modeſty, 
La. Gent. Ha! ha! Pray which of you two am I to 
believe all this while ? 4 
Ld. Geo. Madam, if there's any faith in my ſenſes, 
her only charms then were, and are ſtill, not in raiſing 
of paſſion, but paſte. I own, I did voraciouſly admire 
her prodigious knack of making cheeſe-cakes, tarts, 
cuſtards, and ſyllabubs; ha! ha! ha! 1 þ 
| La. Gent. Ha! ha! ha! 
| Mrs. Con. You ſee, madam, what *tis to let him be 
| ever ſo little out of one's hands: now his very modeſty 
| is impudence : for to deny his being in love with me to 
another, is ten times more inſolent, than his firſt own- 
ing it to me, | : | Bt 1 9g 
La. Gent, Pſhah! words ſignify nothing Did he ever 
own it under his hand ? | 1 
Mrs. Con. His hand! Ha! ha! ha! madam-—w 1 
"am a living creature, if I have one, I have five hundred 
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Lillit-doux of his, where he has confeſs'd ſuch thin gs. of 
my wit, and parts, and my eyes and my air, and 
my ſhape and my charms, that———Nay, he tells me 
in one, I have more natural beauties the moment [ 
riſe out of my bed in the morning, than the whole 
drawing-room upon a birth-day by candle-light, There's 
for you! | | | 
LI. Geo. And the believ'd it, madam — Ha! ha ! ha! 
That's well enough. ra 3 | 
Mrs. Con. Why, I believe ſtill you think ſo 


Then every line of 'em is ſo cramm'd with fin- 


cerity, . ſighs, hopes, fears, flames, darts, pains, 


ode and paſſion, that in my conſcience, if a 


ody were to ſet em on fire, the flame wou'd never 
go out. | 
La. Gent. Well, if you are in love, ho, this is cer- 
tainly the newelt way of wooing that ever was. * 
Ld. Geo. Whether I'm in love or no, I leave to your 
ladyſhip. _ . | 
Mrs, Con. And if your ladyſhip ſhould give it againſt 
him, whether or no I have reaſon to be vain upon't, 
let the world judge. : | * 
L. Gent. The world, I believe, will think better of 
you both, when you are married. 
Ld. Geo, In the mean time, I believe, our ſureſt com- 
fort will be to think well of ourſelves, and let it alone. 
| „„ [All riſe. 
Mrs. Con. T am glad to find you have modeſty enough 
to ſuppoſe marriage wou'd make us think worſe of one 
another, | 
Ld. Ges. O fy! Mrs. Congueft, the 
more you are known, the more you 
muſt be lik cc. 
Mrs. Con. Is it then poſſible that you 
cou'd like me? YET | Fe 
La. Gent. Ha! ha! [Going to the tea-table, 
Id. Geo. If it were poſſible I cou'd like any thing out 
of matrimony, it wou'd be you, 
Mrs, Con. Well, but tell me, do you like me as 


Beth affeftedly. 
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I am; how do you know but you may perſuade me 
into it ? | 2 
Ld, Gea. Like you———Unmh ! I can't tell——ler, 
. fee [ Looking on her|—give me your hand. | 
Mrs. Con. There 1 [*17ihes it into his, 
Ld. Geo. Now I muſt preſs it gentily, to know if 
touching you keeps any correſpondence with my heart 
— Humh!— A well-fleſh'd hand indeed! 
[ Ogling ber. 


Mrs. Con. O lud! not fo hard tho'. 

Id. Geo, Now try your other forces look upon 
me. 

Mrs. Con, There [Staring wildly on bim. 

Ld. Geo. -[ 4fide.) She dares not, tho' in raillery, look 
kindly on me I like her for't—— This over-aRed bold- 
neſs, to ſave her modeſty at this time, looks like ſecret 
inclination. | 

Mrs. Con. Well, how do you find yourſelf ? Have I 
power? Do you burn much? 

Ld. Geo. Umh! No, I'm a little too low for a fever 
— —— There's a ſmall pulſe indeed—— Different ſexes, 
like ſteel and flint, can't well meet without a ſort of 
. ftriking light between em; not but it goes out as falt 
as It comes in One farther trial of your power, 
and ['Il tell you more. W OTS | 

Mrs. Con. Come, come, what is't? PII doe. 

Ld. Geo. Turn away your face, hold your fan before: 
it. Now draw your hand flowly f from me, and if you 
wou'd not have me think this. lightneſs of your humour 
a direct indifference, let me perceive a gentle hold at 
parting, as tho“ you left a tender heart upon the preſ- 
ſure. [She does as directed, and runs from him. 

Mrs. Cen. Has your ladyſhip any tea left? 

Id. Geo. Death ! That ſoftening touch has ſhot me 
to the ſoul. 3 IK. 285 *. 
Mrs. Can. [ Afide.] Let me obſerye him well, for, 
faith, I try'd my utmoſt force, and even pleas'd myſelf 
in hopes to touch him. 8 8 
Id. Geo. [Afide.} How vain a coxcomb am I? This 
girl has fool'd me to believe fhe likes me———That 
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there ſhould be ſuch pleaſure in the flattery of another's 
goed opinion |! There's ſomething in the open free- 
dom of her humour, ſo much beyond the cloſe reſerve of 
ormal prudery, that death! if ſhe were of any price 
but marriage — But I'm a fool to think of her 
[ Walks apart. 
Mrs. Con. Humh ! the ſymptoms are right—Hah— 
Courage, ma fille, the gentleman has a hole in his heart 


yet. 


Enter a ſervant, who gives Lord George a letter. 


Ld. Geo. Oh! there, come in good time Now 
to drive out one poiſon with another—— [Goes to Lady 
Gentle.] Madam, if your ladyſhip's at Ieiſure—l have 
the bills ready. g 

La. Gent, 1 am aſhamed to give your lordſhip this 
trouble. 

Ld. Geo. A trifle, madam, 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8, 
if your ladyſhip pleaſes to look upon 'em, I think they 
are all hundred pounds, The reit I have ahout me in 

old. 

; La. Gent. If your lordſhip pleaſes, we'll reckon in 
the next room Mrs. Congze/t. 

Mrs. Con. I'll wait upon your ladyſhip. _ 

[ Exit Lacy Gentle and Lord George. 
— Eight hundred pounds, and the reſt in gold, 
upon her bare word of honour! He'd hardly make 
that compliment only to give me jealouſy U he 
mortal's in earneſt, that's certain—— And what 
wicked way he propoſes to find his >ecount with her, 
I am afraid to think Let me ſee, I know there will 
be deep play here, to-night — —1 have a thought in 
my head, that perhaps may lay a block in his way to 
her —- Not but if there is ſuch a thing as impreg- 
nable virtue, I dare ſwear my Lady Gentle is mifireſs 
of it; but then, on the other fide, he has a conſummate 
aſſurance, that's full as unſurmountable. And when 
the impudent hopes of a lover are like his, covered with 
modeſty, it alters che caſe ftrangely—— No woman 


* - 
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can then be poſitive what will become of her—— Her 
not ſuſpecting his deſign puts him but in a fairer way of 
carrying it on — Ah lud! 1 don't like it. 
He'll certainly Well! let him do what he will, 
he can't marry her, that's one comfort, however. 
| Exit. 


MO eee 
rr. 
. SCE N E, Lord  Wronglove's Houſe, 
To” Enter Miſs Notable alone. 


Maſs Nor. 8 this has been a day of buſineſs— 1 
— 26 0 think now I am pretty even with his 
' lordſhip ; and if I cou'd but draw in Lord George to be 
his rival now, I ſhould touch the very tip of happi- 
neſs ——-For then to have the noiſe ef theſe two 
lovers draw two or three ſcore more after me, which it 
certainly wou'd : for when once a woman's the faſhion, 
every body follows her; ſhe fills like a muſick-ſubſcrip- 
tion, tho' there's nothing in't, nobody will be out on't 
And then to have the full pleaſure of mortifying 
Mrs. Congueſt too, that's always holding her noſe over 
g me, as it I was not fit to be out of my bib and apron. 
If I don't make as good a rout in the town as ſhe, tis 
very hard Sure I'll forbid 'em all to toaſt her, 
"that's poſitive. | 


1d. Geo. [4fide.] Here ſhe is, faith, and alone! 


Now, if I can but flatter her into my party, my buſi- 
*neſs is half i bem my little Venus / 
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Miſs Not. Bleſs me — This is lucky — I vow, my 
lord, you * me. 

Ld, Geo. Well, and what makes your pretty ladyſhip 
here, now none of the family's at home? | 

Miſs Nez. O! My lady will be at home preſently ! 
But pray, how came your lordſhip here then? : 

Ld. Geo. Why, my life, I chanc'd to be — Ä by, 
and perhaps ſaw you go in. [Takes her by the hand. 

Miſs Not. Well, and what then? 

Ld. Geo. Why then, upon enquiry, I found you were 
here alone, and that made me come in—My dear miſs ! 
how charming you look to-day |! | 

Miſs Not. Pſhaw! | ; 

Ld. Geo. What's the matter, my ſoul ? ; 

Miſs Not, To tell me I look charming, and then call 

one miſs. 8 
Ld, Geo. O! I aſk a thouſand pardons. 
Miſs Net, No, dear Lord George, never call me miſs 
again, you don't call Mrs. Congueft ſo ; and tho“ ſhe's 
bigger, and more out of ſhape, you know, than I, I'm 
ſure I'm" as much a woman in my heart as ſhe ; nay, 
and in my paſſions too: for I cou'd kill any woman tlrat 
wou'd rob me of a lover, and die for the dear man that 


wou'd not be won from me. 2 Ee 
Ld. Geo. O the pretty tenderneſs! But, my dear, 
take heed how you look upon me, for I am fam'd for 
affurance; and, if once encourag'd, egad my hope 
ſets no bounds to its impudence, but falls downright to 
reſolving, and cocks its hat to the fair one's face, tho 
in the very fury of her virtue. „ 

Miſs Not. I fancy now you're as gentle as the reſt of 
your brother beaux, whoſe greateſt aſſurance is only of 
bragging of more than you have. | 

Ld. Geo, Nay, if you doubt my virtues, child, Ill 
give you a taſte of em, my dear. [ Kiſſes her. 
Miſs Nor. Hold ! hold! O lud! The deuce take you for me! 

Ld. Geo. Death! what a poùting lip the togue has! Egad! 
I think my friend Mronglove's in the right on't ſure. 


Miss Nor: Beſides, do you" think this bullying is any | 


proof of your courage? — *[AfeBedly grave. 
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Id. Go. Why then, my dear, to prevent all miſlakes 
for the future, I now give you fair warning — If you have 
a mind I ſhou'd not like you, don't flatter me any more; 
for I tell you, I'm a downright believing puppy, and, 
upon the leaſt hint of a hope, can no more forbear pro. 
ceeding | | 
Mis Net, Look you, my lord, all this is but 
ſtu; for, upon my word, you'il find it no eaſy matter 
- flatter me ; I know well enough how you're diſpos'd 
of. ITT | 

Ld. Geo. Why then, by all the pains, pangs, and 
torments—— In ſhort, I'm a fool; I won't ſpeak a word 
more to you. | 

Miſs Net. Fy ! fy !. you had better give yourſelf theſe 
--airs. to Mrs. Congueſt. | | 3 

Ld. Geo. I don't know but I had, madam; for I ſup- 
poſe you'll tell my Lord #ronglowe of it. 

Miss Net. Ah! poor foul! If Mrs. Conqueſt lik'd you 
no better than I do my Lord Wronglowe, you'd think 
yourſelf a miſerable creature. 

Id. Geo. If Mrs, Congueſt lik'd me but half fo well 
as I like you, I'm ſure ſhe'd be a miſerable creature. 

_ Miſs Net. Umh! how can you deſign upon me ſo ? 

Ld. Geo, How can you think to impoſe upon me ſo? 

_ Miſs Vet. My lord, I ſhall take it very il if you tell 
me of my Lord Wronglove. he 

Id. Geo. Then perhaps, madam, I ſhan't take it well 
to be told of Mrs. Congueſt. ey 

Miſs Net. My Lord Vronglowe . 

Id. Geo. Mrs. Congue/ “ Boe: 
Miss Noz. I'd have you know, my lord, of all man- 
kind he's the fartheſt from my thoughts, 

Ld. Geo. And I'd have you know, madam, of all 
womankind Mrs Congueſt's as far out of mine. 

Miſs Not. Lard ! the aſſurance of ſome men! | 
Id. Gee. Look you, madam, in ſhort I can prove 
What I ſay; and I hold ten pound of tea to a pinch of 
' ſnuff, you won't let me prove it: come, and 'I take 

the ſame bett of Fos, that you don't prove to me what 
vou ſaid to me of my Lord Wronglove.. 


Miſs Net. Come, it's done! 

Ld, Geo. Done ! 

Miſs Not. Done, for both! 

Id. Ges. Done! 

Miſs Noz. Why then, to prove that I am innocent of 
the leat inclination for him, I own he has teaz'd me 
theſe two months; and becauſe I was reſolv'd to give 
him his anſwer and his puniſhment at the ſame time, I 
this very afternoon made him an appointment ; then 
went immediately and told my Lady JYronghwe he was 
to meet a miſtreſs at ſuch an hour, to my knowledge; 
and ſo ſent her in a fury after him, to catch 'em to- 
gether, | | 1 | 
BY Geo, But how cou'd you eſcape yourſelf all this 
while ? 5 | 

Miſs Not. O! I did not tell her it was I ; for as ſoon 
as I had blown up her jealouſy, I whipt into a hack- 
ney-coach, and got to my lord before her ; where I juit 
popp'd out my head to bim, and told him, in a pre- 
tended fright, my lady had dogg'd him, and I durit no 
ltay; then drove away as faſt as I cou'd, and e'en left 
her to make up accounts with him. | 

4d. Geo, Why then, my life, I do pronounce, that 
the ſtouteſt wife of 'em all, with the ſpirit of revenge 
in her, could not have better buſtled through this buſi» 
neſs than you have. | | 

Miſs Not. And to let you ſee, fir, that I never do 
deſign him any favour, I give you leave to tell him, that 
I ſent my lady after him — Which if he does, I'm 
ſure my Lord Wrong/ove muſt ſuſpe& an intimacy be- 
tween us. [| Afde.] Nay, and if you'll but ſtay a mo- 
ment, you'll have an opportunity, for I know he'll be 
at home preſently. _ (48 | 

Ld. Geo. Then you are but juſt come from him! 

Miſs Not, The minute you ſaw. me come in—And 
now, fir, if you can but give me half as good a proof 
that your heart is innocent of Mrs. Congue/? — 
why 'tis poſſible (when you've been about ſeven years in 
the ſame mind) I may then begin to think whether I 
hall conſider of it or no. 

| 9 
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Ld. Geo. A notable encouragement, truly | But to 

let you ſee, madam, I can't bear the ſcandal of a paf- 
ſion Pm not guilty of, as the laſt proof of my inno- 
- cence, if either ſhe doubts of my indifterence, or you 
of my inclination, I am content to own both before 
your faces. | | 

Miſs Not. And ſo afterwards deny both, behind both 
our backs. Indeed, you muſt think again, that won't 
do- An old bite. | 
Td. Geo. Come, I'II do more—V ll pretend to truſt you 
with my paſſion for a third perſon, and give you leave, 
in the tendereſt touches art or woman's wit can paint 
whe to tell it that third perſon while Mrs. Conqueſt 
1s by. | | 

Miſs Not. Umh! this has a face. | 

Ld. Geo. Nay, with a maſk upon't too; for while I 
am convincing you I don't care a button for her, I 
' impoſe upon a third perſon purely to make a ſecret of 
my paſſion for you. | ; 

Miſs Not. Better ſtill—But, when I have a mind to 
pull off the maſk, you ſhan't refuſe to ſhow your face; 
for I don't care a man ſhou'd be aſham'd of his paſſion 
neither. | 

Ld. Geo. As you pleaſe, for that. ; 

Miſs Ves. I begin to like this ſtrangely— This will 
teize Mrs. Congueji to death—— But now the difficulty 
is to find out this third perſon—It muſt be one I'm ac- 
quainted with—What think you of my lady Wronglove? 
Id. Geo. Umb! No, I don't care to affront che wife 
of my friend. | | 
Miſs Nor. Ah! Do you think any of the ſober ſouls 
about town are ever angry in their hearts to hear a man 
likes 'em. | 

Ld, Geo. That's true ; *tis poiſible her reſentment 
might let a man die in his bed after it——But tis not 
worth one's while to quarrel with him about a woman I 
don't like. ö 1 | 
Miſs Not. Nay, I wou'd not run you into any ha- 
 zard—unleſs *twere upon my own account——And now 
I think on't, I'll reſerve that quarrel to myſelf, 

[A di. 
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1.4. Geo, Come! I have found one the propereſt per- 
fon in the world is my Lady Gentle. Vou know you 
are all in the houſe together; her huſband Sir Williams 
in the country; I have no acquaintance with him; and 
if I loſe her's by it, I don't care fixpence. Þ _ 

Miſs Nez. I like your choice very well - but I doubt 
it will require ſome art to manage her; for, to ſay the 
truth, the woman is moſt fantaſtically ſimple : the very 
word love out of any mouth but her huſband's, will 
make her ſtart as if a gun went off, | 

Ld. Geo, Therefore, my dear, it muſt be done as 
if you did not do it: you muſt go to her in all the diſ- 
order in the world, as if I had had the impudence to 
endeavour to bribe you into my aſſiſtance. 

Miſs Not. Right! or I'll go firſt, and quatrel with 
my uncle till he makes me cry, and then come in with 
my eyes ſwell'd, and ſobbing, as if I was,almoſt choak d 
wi:h the affront you had offer'd me, and then call you 
a thouſand villains for daring to propoſe ſuch an impu- 
dent thing to me. | f 

Ld. Geo. Admirable! — Egad, the child's a bar's 
length in experience above the ſtouteſt of her ſex— Hark 
| hear a coach ſtop ! | 

Miſs Net. Pſhah! Deuce take him, it's certainly my 
lord ! How ſhall we do ? „ 

Ld. Geo, Why, if you'll give me leave, my life, PII 
call at your houſe in an hour, and there we'll ſettle 
every point to a tittle. 

Miſs Net. With all my heart, T won't ſtay for my 
lady; I'll go home now : but here comes my lord; you 
ſhall ſee firſt how 1'1l uſe him. | 

Ld. Geo. Don't trouble yourſelf, my life, it will only 
give him a jealouſy, and do us no ſervice. 1 
Miſs Nez. Indeed! methinks if I am not afraid of his 
Jealouſy, you need not, 

Ld. Geo, My ſoul, I afk ten thouſand pardons for my 
ſtupidity, 
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. Enter Lord Wronglove, and flops Miſs Notable, who 
tems to talk gravely with him, 


Ld. Geo. Egad, I can hardly believe my ſenſes; if 
this girl's character were in a play, people that had not 
ſeen it, wou'd ſwear the notableneſs of her head were 
above nature. | 


Ld. Wrong. [To Miſs Notable.) Did my Lord George 


tell you I told him that you were to meet me? 

Miſs Not. That's no matter; it's ſufficient I know 
you told bim: but I thought at leaſt you had ſeen enough 
of the world to know, that a confidant was the ſafeſt 
diſgu ſe for a rival. : 

Ld. Freng. 1 am fcriy your ladyſhip has ſuch an opi- 
nion of ne. ES, | 
VNViſs Net. Indeed, fir, I ſhall not reproach you; I 
have ſatisfied myſelf in ſerving you as you deſerve for 
t - There's one can tell you, how too, and ſo your 
ſervant - My lord, you'll remember. [To Lord George. 

OE [Exit Mis Not. 

Ld. Wrong. Ha! ha! ha! Why how now, friend! 
What, are you my rival ? | 
I. d. Geo. Ha! ha! ha! Why, faith, I am very near 
b ing one cf 'em; for I believe the child will think 


ſhe has hard luck, if the whole town is not ſo in a 


fortnight. 

d. Wrong. But prithee how came ſhe to know I ever 
made you a confidant of my affair with her? I am afraid 
you haie been thoughtleſs. 

Li. Geo. No, by all tbat's hone! 
tcld me'more than you cou'd tell me. 

I. d. Vreng. Nhat? | | 

Ld. Geo. That ſhe he: ſelf told my Lady Vronglove of 
your appo'ntment with her this afternoon, and (as I 
ſuppe ſe you have ſince ſound) ſent her in a hackney- 
coach alter you. 

Ld. Wrong. The devil! 

Ld. Ge, Nay. *twas a home puſh, faith! 

Td, #rong. tome! quotha! Egad it's time for me 


4 
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to knock off, I ſhall never come up with her: but what 


cou'd ſhe propoſe by telling you of it ? 


Ld. Geo. Why a freſh lover, I ſuppoſe——She found ; 


me a little tardy here in addreſſing her; and imagining 


my ſmall virtue might proceed from a regard to you, to 
convince me of her indifference to you, the very fairly 
told me how ſhe had ſerv'd you, to open an eaſier paſ- 
ſage in my conſcience for my paſſion to her. 

Ld. V rong. Sir, | give you joy. | "3+ 

Ld. Geo. And faith, fir, I expeQ it, though not as 
you do, from the green youth of her perſon, but the 
plump maturity of her underſtanding 
t0 another, £ * 0 

Ld. Wrong. Riddles ! x | 


* 
* 


in helping me 


14. Geo. To be ſhort ; I think I have bit the babe; 


for 1 return, to convince her of my indifference to Mrs. 


Co gueſt, IJ have impos'd upon her to diſcover my real 
paſſi n to Lady Gentle, before Mrs. Congueft's face: and 
this, ir, with your lerve, is, upon my honour, all the 


uſe ! deſign to make of her. | 


Ld. Wrong. Faith, tis a glorious one—All Machiavel 


was boys-play to it —— Look you, fir, if you have a 


fancy to the ſmall remainder of her compofition—=— 


pray be free—— | 


Ld. Geo. Dear fir, not fo ma as the (queeze of her 


little finger: but I thought I might make 
virtue, and not rob your gout of a morſel. | 

Ld. Wrong Not a ftep farther, faith I ſhall e' en 
turn about my nag, and go home: alittle humble hare- 


hunting, by way of taking the air, I can make a ſhift, 


to come up to; but to ſcamper, neck or nothing, after 


old with her 


a mad galloping jade of a hind, that will run you ftrait- 


an end out of a country, requires a little more metal 
then Lam maſter of, | 


1d. Geo, Come, come! you are ſportſman enough 
16 know, that as pride firſt humbles a coquet into the 
lool it encouragements to gain a man, ſo the ſame pride 
very often piques her into the granting the laſt favour, 
father than loſe him. 


— _ — — 
2 —— 
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Lud. Wrong. I am ſorry I have made this rout about 
it, fir; I expect to have my wife ſhock me too. | 

; Ld. Geo. O! pray, how did you come off? Did my 
lady ſee you in the coach? os | 

Ld. Wrong. I am not ſure, faith; but whether ſho 
did or not, the ſhan't convince me ſhe did. 1 N 

. Ld. Geo. Where did you leave her! 

Ld. Frong.. Why, as ſoon as the child told me from 
her coach, that my wife was in another behind me, 
J advis'd' her to go off; then whipt up my wooden 
glaſſes, and ſtood croſs the road, to prevent the 
nymph's being follow'd: when ſhe- was out of ſight, I 
order'd the fellow to drive to town as faſt us Black and 
bay cou'd lay legs to the ground; and, having the for- 
tune of better horſes, I juſt got time enough to flop, 
and give a fellow a guinea to cut the braces of the coach 
that came after me; which, while J drove gently on, I 
ſaw him do; ſo een came away, and left her ladyſup 
fairly overſet in the middle of a ſwinging ſhower, at 
Hyde-Park Corner. 1 | | 

' Ld. Geo. How will ſhe get home? © 3 
© Id. Wrong. Umh! She will have wit enough in her 
paſſion, I preſume, to ſend for another coach ; or, if 
not, it will be a very pretty cool walk over the park for 
her. ate 5 
Ld. Ges. What an unfortunate ereature is a jealous 
wife! 


[Bruſh wwhi/pers Lord Wron glove, and exit. 

Ld. Wrong. My wife's come home: now, if you have 
a curioſity, you ſhall ſee how i'll manage her, 

Ld. Geo. Pray, fir, don't let me be witneſs of your 
conjugal douceurs ; but, if you pleaſe, I'll ſtep into the 
next room a little, for I have two or three words to 
write: I muſt appoint the Count to meet me at Lady 
Gentle's after the play. | | 

Ld. Wrong. Do ſo then 
find paper in the. bureau, | 

. Ld, Geo, Quick l quick ! I hear her—— Boz voyoge- 
| | 5 [Exit Lord George. 


Take this key, you'll 
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Enter Lady Wronglove, as from the Street, in a Hood and ; 


Scarf, and her Petticoat pinn'd up. 


La. Wrong. So, fir, you are come home, I ſee, 

Ld. Vong. Yes, madam, and you have been abroad, 
[ ſee; will you never give over making yourſelf ridicu- 
lous to the very ſervants? Was this a dreſs to go out in, 
or a condition for a woman of your quality to walk 
home in? Death! what muſt people take you for ?— 
For ſhame ! | 

La. Wrong, My Lord, when a huſband grows mon- 
ſirous, a wife may well become ridiculous. 


Ld. Wrong. Look you, madam, while your jealouſy 


keeps within bounds, I ſhall take little notice of it: 
but when its idle extravagances break in upon my repu- 
tation, I ſhall reſent it as I ought. You may think me 


an ill huſband; if you pleaſe ; but I won't have the 


world think ſo, till I give *em occaſion, 
La. Wrong. Infolent ! 
Ld. /rong. I thought I had told you in the morning 


of a fooliſh letter, that was brought by miſtake to me 


inſtead of my ſervant: your not taking my word, me- 
thinks, was not over-civil, madam ; and your ſince dog- 
ging my ſervant, inſtead of me, to the very place of ap- 
pointment, was extremely obliging. The fellow has 
con ſeſs'd to me, fince he came home, that in his fear to 
be ſeen, he got your coach overthrown in the middle of 


the highway, while you ridiculouſly purſued him: a 
mighty reputable figure you muſt make, while you were 


getting out of it, no doubt! 


La. Wreng, Come, come, my Lord, I have not loſt . 


my ſenſes yet— I follow'd you, and ſaw you in the 
coach, when the confident creature reach'd out to you 


from another, to tell you, I ſuppoſe, that I was juſt be- 


hind you, You may wrong me, but you can never 
blind me; [ In a ſeornful ſmile, 
| Ld. Wrong, Look you, madam, that manner in ſpeak- 
ing ſhews too much tranſport ; and :olour does not 
become your face. 

Vor. II. L 
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3 La. Wrong. [Taking him up ſhort.) Some people 

þ | think it does now: all men are not of your opinion, 

| my Lord; my complexion may not pleaſe you, perhaps; 

F but I have known many a lover find an appetite only 

"i from a huſband's loſing it. | 

4 Ld. Wrong. I won't ſuppoſe, madam, you'll. ſuffer 
* to like you more than he ought to do. 

a. Wrong. O fir | don't you depend more upon my 
diſcretion than your own.=— We wives, as well as 
aur huſbands, love to have ſome idle body or other to 
flatter us into humour, when the time hangs upon our 

Ld. Vrong. You are pleaſant, madam. | 

La. Wrong. Marriage wou'd be an unfortunate frolick 
indeed, if a woman's happineſs were to die with her 
huſband's inclination. 


Ld. Frong. Waggiſh, I proteſt. 1 
La. Wrong. O there's nothing like a modiſh husband, J 
to refine the unbred virtue of a wife into all the pretty 
liberties in faſhion. | | tr 
Ld. Wrong. Good company, or let me die. [ 
La. Wrong. I knew the day, when my Lady Honey- * 
Moon wou'd have bluſh'd, almoſt into tears, at the [1 
alarm of a bare civil thing from any man but her | 
huſband ; but from the well-bred example of his con- m) 
| ſcience, ſhe has now molt undauntedly got the better of _ 
her own, and ſtands buf at the head of the mode, af 
without the leaſt tincture of virtue to put her out of * 
countenance. | Int 
Ld. Wrong. Why now, my dear—— this is ſome- = 
thing; if you'd but always treat me with good-humour, pro 
yeu and I ſhou'd never diſpute as long as we live. 1 
La. Vrong. Monſter! ä ſue] 
Ld. Wrong. For you know I have often told you, of | 
that if ever | ſhou'd be vieak enough to wrong you, 4 bar 
gentle complaint and good words wou'd work me to for | 
any thing; when the pride of an inſolent reproach tre 
wou'd be but adding fuel to my folly, and make it you 
flame the higher: but now I ſee that you are convinc d ſhall 


that your ſuſpicions were groundleſs, and that you a 
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ſenſible, if they had not, that defiance is utterly the 
wrong way to reform me ; you ſhall find that all this 
tenderneſs and temper that you now treat me with ſhall 
not be thrown away upon me, 
La. Wrong. Infolent ! Provoking devil! 

Ld. Vrong. I am glad we are friends, wi 
heart; lam, upon my ſoal, my dear. 


th all my 
La. Wrong. Villain! | 


Id. Wrong, O my dear! I had like to have forgot 


one thing, and ſince we are now come to a right under- 
landing, I'll tell you; if ever you and I ſhould happen 
to diſagree, I beg of you, for your own ſake, never 
give me any hard language ; becauſe there is no being 
certain, but, in one of my brutal fits, I may let you cry. 
yourſelf half blind for it before I forgive you. 

La. Wrong. Forgive me! I have a ſoul as much above 
the fear of you, as are your injuries below my ſcorn —— 
| laugh at both, | 

Ld. Wrong. Ay but, my life, I wou'd not have you 
truſt me; for if ever you ſhou'd accuſe me wrongfully, 
| know my fooliſh temper ſo well, that, in my con- 
ſcience, in pure ſpight, 1 believe I believe — 
| believe I ſhou'd keep a girl. 

La. Wrong, My Lord, this affectation won't redreſs 
my injuries ; and however you deceive yourſelf, in your 
unqueſtion'd power of doing wrong, you'll find there is 
a force of juſtice yet above your ſtrength, a curb of law 
to check abandon'd principles; nor am I yet ſo poor in 
tereſt or friends, jealous of my wrongs as of their 
own, but I may find a time and place to make your 
proud heart humble for this uſage. | 

Ld. Wrong. Death and hell! dare to inſult me with 
ſuch another thought, theſe walls ſhall mark your bounds 
of liberty : this diſmal houſe becomes your priſon : de- 
barr'd of light, of converſe, or relief, you live immur'd 
for life : and, let me ſee that bio-nonth'd friend, or in- 
tereſt then, that can unlock a huſband's power to keep 
ou —— ——- When my wife talks warmly to me, ſhe 
all aſk my leave firſt. 5 | 
| 2 
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La. Wrong. Never. Such leave as you took u 
give me cauſe for't, I take to tell you of it. 1 
Lad. Fong. We are upon an equal foot: I won't have 
you ſo familiar in your accuſations. Be warn'd, and fiir 
me not to uſe my power: you may ſooner make me an 
ill huſband than a tame one. 
j La. Wrong. So may you me a wife, my Lord: and 
f What is't binds me more to bear an injury than you? [ 
bave ſeen you laugh at paſſive obedience between 2 
prince and people and, in the ſenſe of nature, I can't 
ſee why *tis not as ridiculous from a wife to an injurious 
huſband. | 

Ld. Wrong. Their hazard is at leaſt unequal : a peo- 
ple may be freed by ſtruggling; but when a fetter d 
awife preſumes, th' inſulted huſband's ſure to make her 
chain the ſhorter. | 
La. Wrong. Her mind, at leaſt, is more at liberty; 
the eaſe of giving ſhame for pain, ſtands yet in ſome de. 
:gree of pleaſure ; the wretch that's baſely kill'd, falls 
Better ſatisfied to ſee his murderer bleed. 

L1. Wrong. Nay, now I crave your mercy, madam; 
T find I miſtook your grievance all this while. 
Neems, then, to be refus'd the pleaſure of reproaching, 
As what you can't bear —— and when you are wrong'd, 
to lock up your tongue is the greateſt cruelty your 
tyrant can impoſe upon you, If that be the hard- 

| ſhip, pray be eaſy ; when you pleaſe, in the name ot 
thunder, go on, ſpare no invectives, but open the ſpout 
af your eloquence, and ſee with what a calm, connubial 
Teſignation, I will both hear and bow to the chaſtiſe- 
ment. 

La. Mrong. Poor helpleſs affectation! This ſhew of 
temper is as much diſſembled as your innocence. — 
J know, in ſpite of all your harden'd thoughts, te 
hear your guilt confronted thus mult gall your foul: 
patients don't uſe to ſmile while their freſh wounds are 
prob'd, nor criminals to laugh under the ſmart of juf- 
dice. 

Ld.- Vrong. My life, you begin extremely well, and 


— 
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with abundance of fire; only give me leave to obſerver: 
one thing to you, that as you draw towards an end, don't. 
forget the principal thing you were going to ſay. : 
La. Wrong. How poor! how low! how wretched is a. 
guilty mind, that ſtands without a bluſh the ſhock of 
accuſation | 
Ld. Wrong. Hold, madam, don't miſtake me neither; 


for I allow you to accuſe me of nothing, but of what we 


fine gentlemen think 1s next to nothing a little 


gallantry, 


La. Wrong, Audacious, horrid wretch ! and dare you. 


own the fact ? 


Ld. Wrong, Own it! no, no, if I were guilty I 


wou'd not do that, but I give you leave to ſuppoſe me 
ſo, becauſe, by what you ſay, I fancy it wou'd eaſe your 
heart to reproach me; tho' methinks——— it's very. 
hard that demonſtration won't convince you of my in- 
nocence. | | 

La. Wrong, Demonſtration ! | | 
| Id. Vrong. Demonitration ! Ay, demonſtration ! 
For if 1 were guilty, pray who cou'd better know it 
than myſelf? and have not I, told you with my own 
mouth tis no ſuch thing? Pray what demonſtration can 
be plainer ? | 1 P 

La. Wrong. I find you are reſolv'd to ſtand it to the 
laſt; but fince I know your guilt, I owe myſelf the 
Juſtice to reſent it. When the weak wife tranſgreſſes, 
the huſband's blood has leave to boil ; his fury's juſtified 
by honour ; the wrong admits no meaſure of amends ; 
his reputation bleeds, and only blood can ftanch it. 
And I muſt tell you, fir, that in the ſcales of conſci- 
ence, the huſband's falſhood is an equal injury, and 
equal too you'll find the wife's reſentment: henceforth 


be ſure you're private in your ſhame: for if I trace yo 


to another proof, expect as little mercy for the wretch 
_ doat on, as you yourſelf wou'd ſhew to the felonious 
over, 4 


My wrongs through her ſhall ſhoot you to the foul, 
You ſhall not find I am an injur' d fool. Exit. 
Ld. rang. Well ſaid 'egad, if ſhe could but love 
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with half the fire ſhe can hate, I wou'd not defire to 
paſs my time in better company ——- Not but, be. 
tween me and myſelf, our dear conſorts have ſome- 
thing a bard time on't: we are a little apt to take 
more liberty than we give———hut people in power 
don't care to part with it, whether it be lawful or no, 
To bear her inſobence is poſitively intolerable——What 
ſhall I do with her ?——— I know no way of makiog an 
honourable peace, better than ſword in hand-——Ey'n 
let her pride ſwell till it burſts, and then *tis poſſible ſhe 
may hear reaſon, 


Enter a Servant, 


Serv. Here's Sir Friendly Moral, my Lord. 

L d. Vrong. Deſire him to walk in I hold fifty 
pounds the old gentleman comes to ſchool me about his 
young kinſwoman ; if he does, I know he'll do it hand- 
ſomely : for, give him his due, with all his ſeverity of 
principles, he is as good-humour'd, and as well-bred, 
as if he had no principles at all, 


i Enter a Servant with Sir Friendly. 

- Sir Fr. My Lord, I am your moſt humble ſervant. 
Lu. Wrong. Sir Friendly! this is kind, indeed! Chairs 
there — Well ! how goes the gout, fir ? 

Sir Fr. In troth very untowardly ; for I can hardly 
walk with it—— Will your lordmip give me leave 
Id, Hrong. To ſtand upon any thing but ceremony, 


Enter Lord George from the inner room. 


Id. Ges. Nuncle, I am glad to ſee you, 
Sir Fr. Hah ! Monfieur Brilliant, and in a ſober 
viſit after ſun · ſet ! 
Id. Geo. O dear fir, I am grown a fellow of the mol 
retir'd converſation in the world. | 

Sir Fr. Your reformation is not of a very long 


date, I'm afraid; for if I don't miſtake, I ſaw yo! 


er 
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but yeſterday at the Thatch'd houſe, with a- napkia 
upon your head, at the window, in a very hopeleſs 
company. ; 

Ld. Geo. How | how, nuncle ! Two men of title, and 
a foreign Count, hopeleſs company ! 

Sir Fr. Moſt deplorable ! Your Count's a counter, 
and only paſſes for what he is in his own country; your 
men of title are indeed no counterfeiis, every body ſees 
into their worth, Sir Bubble Squander, and my Lord 
Lawleſs : but the ſparks I obſerv'd. you with, were 
Done-firſt the jockey, and Touchum the gameſter; as in- 


famous a fellow as ever broke ths head of a box- 


keeper, 

Ld. Geo, Pſhah! People that play keep all company.: 
but to let you ſee I had my account in it, I had a mind 
to bite Sir Bubble in à horſe-match, and ſo took theſe 
two fellows with me to let him into the ſecret. 

Sir Fr. A fine inſtance of our modiſh morals in- 
deed ! To make one's conſcience a bawd to. the diſho- 
nour of biting a wretch of perhaps an hundred pounds ! 
What a ſhame, it is the world ſhould not call it by its 
true name, cheating, that men of honour might not be 
guilty of it! It 

Ld. Geo, O, fir, the name, I grant you, wou'd 
ſtrangely alter the caſe ; but people of rank and power, 
nuncle, are wiſer, and nick- name one another's inſir- 
mities, — Therefore tis your little cheat, you ſee, 


that's ſent to Newgate ;. your great one only turn'd out 


of his place. | 

Sir Fr, Nay, tis a comfortable world, indeed, far 
knaves, fools, fops, cowards, and ſharpers. 
Id. Geo. Right! Their quality and quantity keep em 
in countenance, 


Sir Fr. So that a man may be any one, or all of 'em, 


aud yet appear no monſter, in moſt of the public places 
about town. | 
Ld. Wrong. But with. ſubmiſſion, Sir Friendly, if ! 
meet with a man of figure, that talks agreeably over a. 
glaſs; what in the name of good-nature have I to do. 
wich his morals ? 
L 4 
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Sir Fr. Tis, in my opinion, as diſhoneſt for a max 
of quality to converſe with a well-bred rogue, as 'twere 
uniafe for a woman of reputation to make a compa. 
nion of an agreeable ſtrumpet. People's taſte and prin. 
ciples are very juſtly meaſur'd by their choice of ac- 
quaintance: beſides, a man of honour owes the dif. 
countenance of a villain as a debt to his own dignity, 
How poor a ſpirit muſt it ſhew in our people of ſortune, 
to let fellows, who deſerve hanging every other day 
In their lives, die at laſt of fitting up in the beſt com- 
pany? But, my lord Vronglowe, I am afraid I have a 


pardon to aſk; the laſt time we three were together, 


did not the old fellow a little overſhoot himſelf? [ 
thought, when we parted, I had been freer in my advice 
than became me. , 6 

Ld. Wrong. So far from it, that your very manner 
of _ your moſt fevere reproofs an obliga- 
tion. | * | 

Sir Fr. Nay, I was only concern'd for what I had 
ſaid to your lordſhip: as for this ſpark, I no more 
mind his caprice, than 1 believe he does any thing I 
can ſay to him: and yet the knave has ſomething of 
good- humour in him, that makes me, J can't help ſome- 
times throwing away my words upon him. But give 
me your hand; in „ When I was at your years I 
had my follies too, | 
Id. Geo. Ay! Now you come to us, nuncle ; and ! 
hope you'll have good-nature enough, not to expect your 
friends to be wiſer than you were. 

Sir Fr. Perhaps I don't expect it; but in troth, if 
they ſhou'd be wiſer — for my foul I can't fee 
any harm *twou'd do em: and though I love with all my 
heart to ſee ſpirit in a young fellow, yet a little prudence 
won't poiſon him. And if a man that ſets out into life, 
ſhou'd carry a little general eſteem with him, as part of 
his equipage, he'd make never the worſe figure at the 
end of his journey: : 

Ld. Geo. We young fellows that ride poſt never mind 
what figures we make. f N 
Sir Fr. Come! come! let's not contend ſor victory, 


rr , , x tows aro 
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but truth. I love you both — and wou'd 
have all that know you do ſo too — Don't think, 
becauſe you. paſs for men of wit, and modiſh honour, 
that that's all you owe to your condition : Fortune has 
iven you titles to ſet your actions in a fairer light, 
and Nature underſtanding, to make 'em not only juſt, 
but generous, Troth ! it grieves me to think you can 
abuſe ſuch happineſs, and have no more ambition, or 
regard to real honour, than the wretched fine gentle- 
men in moſt of our modern Comedies !-—— Will you 


forgive me ? Upon my faith, I don't ſpeak thus of 


you to other people, nor wou'd I now ſpeak ſo to you, . 
but to prevent other people's ſpeaking thus of you to- 


me. \ 


Ld. Geo. Nuncle, depend upon't I'm always pleas'd. , 


to hear you. 
Ld. Wrong. I take it kindly. h 


Sir Fr. Then firſt to you, Lord George —=W hat can 
you think the honeſt part of the world will ſay of you, 
when you have ſeduc'd the innocent inclinations of one 
of the belt wives from perhaps one of the belt huſbands. . 


in the world? ——To be plain, I mean my Lady Gen- 
tle —— You ſee, my Lord, with all your difcretioa your 
deſign's no ſecret. 2345 

Ld. Geo, Upon my li 
fellow you think me, I ſhou'd be aſham'd to look peo- 
ple 1n the face. 

Sir Fr, Fie! fie! how uſeleſs is the force of under- 
ſtanding, when only age can give us virtue? 

Ld. Wrong, Come, fir, you ſee he's incorrigible, 


you'll have better ſucceſs with me, I hope; for, to tell 


you the truth, I have few pleaſures that you can call it 
virtue in me to part with. 
Sir Fr. I am glad to hear it, my Lord, 


himſelf the ſacred honours of his wife's chaſte bed (I 


muſt be plain, my Lord), ought at leaſt to fear, as ſhe's: 
the frailer ſex, the ſame from her ; the injury to her. 


krikes deeper than the _—_ often to te heart. And 
; h 


fe, nuncle, if 1 were half the 


I ſhall; 
be as favourable as I can; but, fince we are in ſearch 
of truth, muſt freely tell you, the man that violates. 


<n_—— LIES 1 


| 
l 
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then her provocation is in nature greater; and injured 
minds think nothing is unjult that's natural, This 
* ought to make a wiſe man tremble : for, in the point of 
real honour, there's very little difference between being 
a cuckold, and deſerving to be one. And to come a 
little cloſer to your lordſhip's caſe, to ſee fo fine a wo- 
man as my Lady Vronglove, even in her flower of 
beauty, flighted for the unblown pleaſures of a green- 
fick girl, beſides the imprudent part, argues at belt a 
thin and ſickly appetite. 

Ld. Wrong. dir Friendly, | am almoſt aſham'd to an- 
ſwer you. Your reproach, indeed, has touch'd 
me I mean, for my attempts upon your young kinſ. 
woman; but becauſe *tis not fit you ſhou'd take my 
word, after my N ſo unfair an action, here's one 
can bear me witneſs, that not half an hour before you 
came in, I had reſolv'd never to purſue her more. 

Sir Fr. My Lord, I came not to reproach you with a 
wrong to me, but to yourſelf ; had the girl had no re- 
lation to me, I ſtill had ſaid the ſame; not but I now 
am doubly bound to thank you. 

Ld. Geo, And new, nuncle, I'Il give you a piece of 
advice : diſpoſe of the child as ſoon as you can ; rather 
under match her, than not at all. For, if you'll allow 
me to know any thing of the mathematicks, before ſhe's 
five weeks older, ſhe will be totally unqualified for an 
ape leader. This you may as politively depend upon, 
as that ſhe is of the feminine gender. 

Sir Fr. I am pretty well acquainted with the ripeneſs 
of her inclinations, and have provided ſor 'em; unleſs 
fome ſuch ſpark as you (now my Lard has laid 'em 
down) whips up the cudgels in the mean time. 

- Ld. Geo. Not , upon honour, depend upon't ; her 
perſon's quite out of my goũt, nor have 1 any more 
concern about it, than I have to know who will be the 
next king of Poland, or who is the true original inventor 
of ſtrops tor razors. 

Id. Vrong. Sir Friendly, 1 own I have been no ſtran- 
ger in other places to the follies you have charg'd me 
with ; yet I am fo far inclin'd to part with them, that 
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were it poſſible I could be my own way, and properly, 
reconcil'd to my wife; I wou'd not wiſh a thought of 
happineſs beyond 1t. 

Sir Fr. My Lord, I know her temper, and her 
ſpirit, 

"(2 Wrong. O! human patience can't bear it. 

Sir Fr. I warrant you! A wiſe man will bear a 
greater weakneſs from a woman : and, fince I find your 
good-nature is not wholly difoblig'd, I cou'd wiſh, for 
both your ſakes, I had your lordſhip's ſecret leave to 
talk with her. | 

Ld. Wrong. Umh! Cou'd not it as well be done 
without my leave, Sir Friendly? I ſhou'd not care to 
have. her think I made advances | 

Sir Fr. Oh! I am a friend to both, and will 
betray neither of ou. | 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Sir, there's a gentleman come out of the city, 
and ſtays at your houſe co ſpeak with: you. 

Sir Fr, Pll wait on bim.— 
cuſe me ? | | | 
Ld. Wrong. I cou'd rather wifts your buſineſs wou'dz 

Sir Friendly. | 

Sir Fr. Upon my word, my Lord, *tis urgent ; this 
man brings me money: I am diſcharging myſelf of 
my guardianſhip to, Mrs. Conguef, and my buſineſs is 
now to pay her in the laſt ſum of her fortune. 

Id. Geo. What's the ſum total, nuncle, if a man 
ſhou'd happen to ſet a price upon his liberty? 

Sir Fr. Come, come, the liberties you value, my: 
Lord, are not worth keeping : an honeſt ſmile from the 
zood-hamour of that girl, is worth all the ſodden fa- 
vours of your whole /eraglio Will four thouſand: 
pounds do any good, my Lord ? : 

Ld. Goo, Look you, Sir Friend/y, marriage is very 
honourable and wiſe, and—and—-it—it—it's— it's an 
extteme fine thing, no doubt; but I am- one of thoſe 
ſrank-hearted fellows that had rather ſee my friends 

1 1 5 


My Lord, will you ex- 
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happy that way than myſelf.——My Lord, your ſer. 


vant.— If you are going home, nuncle, I'll carry you, 


for I have buſineſs at your houſe too. 


Lud. Frong, Who's there? Light out Lord 


George, is your new chariot at the door ? 

Ld. Geo. Yes, and poſitively the prettieſt that ever 
roll'd in the rear of ſix horſes, a 
Id. Wrong. I have a mind to look at it. [Exeunt, 


ITT. 0 
SCENE, Lord Wronglove's Houſe. 
Enter Lady Wronglove and Mrs. Hartſhorn. 


| AS. Sir Friendly within? 
La. Wrong. Y Mrs. Hari/. Yes, madam, he gives 
his humble ſervice, and ſays, he will certainly be at 


| Home at eight o'clock, and expect your ladyſhip's com- 


mands. | | | 

La. Wrong. Did the fellow give my ſervice to my 
Lady Gentle too, and to Mrs. Conqueſt ? 

Mrs. Hari/. He did not ſay any thing of it to me, 
madam. a 
La. Wrong. What blockhead is it you always find out 


to negle& my buſineſs? Whom did you ſend ? 


Mrs. Hari/. James, madam. 
La. Wrong. Call him in; I find I muſt always give my 
orders myſelf. | 
Mrs. Hartſ. He's gone to the Play to keep your lady- 
mip's places. | 
La, Wrong. The Play! Sure the people are all out of 
their ſenſes! Why I ſhan't go to-day. _ 4 
Mrs. Hartſ. He ſaid, madam, your ladyſhip order'd 
him, right or wrong, to keep places every Saturday. 
La. Wrong. Pſhah! „ 8 
. Mrs. Hari/. 1 hope your ladyſhip is not angry with 
me, madam. | — Y 
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La. Wrong. No! prithee ! I don't know what I ſay. 

Mrs. Hari, Ah! poor lady [4/ide, 

La. Wrong. What is the Play to-day ? 

Mrs. Hart. The——the—--H#uyſeand, ſomething —— 
the Careful Huſband, I think, madam. 


La. Wrong. The Careful ! the Careleſs Huſbaud, you 


mean ſure tho' I never ſaw it. 

Mrs. Hartſ. Yes, yes, madam it's that Play 
that my Lady Wear»-breeches hates ſo, that I faw once, 
madam where there's a lady comes in, and catches 
her huſband faſt aſleep, with her own. woman, and then 
takes her handkerchief off her neck, and then goes ſoftly, 
to him, k 

La. Wrong. And ran gies him in his ſleep ? 

Mrs. Hartſ. No, madam. 

La. Wrong. Oh, ſtrangles the woman? 

Mrs. Har!/. No, madam, ſhe only lays it gently: 
over his head, for fear he ſhou'd catch cold, and 10 
ſteals out of the room, without ſo much as offering to 
wake him. 

La. Wrong, Horrid! And what became of the poor- 
ſpirited creature ? 

Mrs. Hariſ. Oh! madam, when the gentleman wakes, 
and finds that his lady has been there without taking 
any notice of it to him, he grows ſo ſham'd of his 
wickedneſs, and ſo ſenſible of her virtues, that he after- 
wards proves the civileſt gentleman, and the beſt huſ- 
band in the world to her. | | | 

La. Mrong. Foh! were I an huſband, a wife with. 
ſuch a tame, enduring ſpirit would make me ſcorn her, 


or, at beſt, but ſleep at her groveling virtue——ls. my 


Lord within? | a 
Mrs. Hartſ. Ves, madam, he's reading in his cloſet. 
La. Wrong. Any thing, the dulleſt ſolitude more plea- 

ſes him than my company— Hoh ! [ Sighinge 
Mrs. Hart. [Afede.) Ah, poor lady! it makes me 

weep to ſee her grieve at heart ſo. ' | 

La. Wrong, Go to my Lord, and ſay I defire. to 

ſpeak with him. [Exie Mrs. Hartſhorn.] ** for a 

draught of cold indifference to chill this lukewarm 
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love that wou'd rebel againſt my peace, that I may 
leave without a pang this harden'd wretch, and to the 
rude riots of his groſs deſire give him up for ever 
He comes! Keep down, my ſwelling heart, and let tame 
patience ſpeak my wrongs for once; for wrongs like 
mine need not the force, nor fire of paſſion to preſent 


them. 


Enter Lord Wronglove. 


Ld. Wrong. I am told, madam, you deſire to ſpeak 
with me. F 

La. Wrong. Yes, my Lord; and which, perhaps, 
you'll not diſlike, to talk with you in temper too, if 
you're in temper to receive it. | 
Id. Wrong. While you're in temper, madam, I ſhall 

always think [ owe you the reſpe& of keeping mine ; 
and when you are not, I ſhall keep it in reſpe& to 
my ſelf. 

La. Wrong. My Lord, I never had occaſion to que- 
ſtion your knowing what you ought to do; but you are 
not bound, you'll ſay, to make your inclination a ſlave 
to your underſtanding : and therefore 'tis poſſible you 
won't want arguments to convince me, that a wife's 
oblig'd to bear all faalts in a huſband, that are not in 
her power to puniſh,” 

- Ld. Wrong. Proceed. | 

La. Wrong. Now I muſt tell you, my Lord, when any 
one injures me, becauſe *tis in their power, I ſhall cer- 
tainly hate em for't, becauſe that's in my power. 

Ld. Wrong. I am ſorry you think it worth your while 
to make uſe of ſo unprofitable a power. 

La. Wrong. I am ſorry I have occafion for it, 

Id. Wrong, Umh!——'That's half a queſtion-— but 
o on. 8 ; | 
: La. Vrong. And therefore, ſince I find the more I en- 
deavour to detect you, the more you perſiſt in your re- 
ſolution to uſe me ill; ſince my honeſt reſentment, and 
your actions, have made us a mutual grievance to 
one another, I ſee no way in nature to make us mutu- 
1 
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ally juſt, but by cancelling our obligations. If we agree 
to part, th” uneaſy bond of wife or huſband no longer 
lies in force againſt us And ſince I am contented 
to remit the breaches you have made of the conditions 
on your part, I ſuppoſe you won't think it inconſiſtent 
with your reputation, to allow me part of the fortune 
I brought you as a ſeparate maintenance. 

Ld. Wrong. When you and I part, madam, you ſhall 


leave none of your fortune behind you: but ſhou'd 1 


now yield to your propoſal, the world might think I 
own'd the breaches you accuſe me of, and then *twere 
only parting to indulge your pride: but if the ſincere 
ſorrow of your humble heart can*find a way to make it 
as conſiſtent with my reputation, as my private peace, 
I'll fign+to your relief this moment. 

La. Wrong. Your reputation! No, my Lord, that's 
your buſineſs to ſecure; I've taken care to let my ac- 
tions juſtify my own; if you have been remiſs, the 
fault's not mine to anſwer—— Pm glad, at leaſt, to fee 
you own where *cis your weakneſs lies. 

Ld. Wrong. To bear ſuch inſults from a wife is not, 
perhaps, my leaſt weakneſs Nay, I've another too, 
which I might own with equal bluſhing : a tame, for- 
giving pity of your unfortunate temper, that pauſes 
yet to take the advantage of your diitraction to undo 
You. > Bk 
La. Wrong. Horrid! inſolent aſſertion! to do me in- 
jury; and call my innocent endeavours at redreſs, di- 
{tration |! 

Ld. Wrong. Insocent! Away! You take the rudeſt, 
herceſt, falſeſt means for reparation, if you had a 
wrong. 

La. Wrong. If I had! Infupportable! To be out- 
fac'd that my own eyes deceive me 

Ld. Vreng. Death and confufion! Suppoſe your 
wrongs were true think what they are-——— ſpeak 


'em with a modeſt tongue, and bluſh at all this redneſs 
of reſentment! 


La. Wrong, Nay now, my Lord, we are pat all ar- 
gument. 
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Id. Wrong. Tis fit we ſhould be fo the ſubje&t 

ought to be below your thoughts don't miſuſe your 
pride, till I am taught to think you've none. Death! 
I've known the ſpirit of a ſtrumpet in the misfortunes 
of her {lighted love ſhew more than you; who tho? her 
heart was bleeding with the inward pain, yet to her 
lover's face took pride and eaſe to ſcem concernleſs at 
his falſhood, 

La. Wrong. My Lord, your having a better opinion of 
ſuch creatures than your wife, is no new thing to me; 
but I muſt tell you, I have not deſerv'd your vile compa- 
riſon. Nor ſhall I ever buy an huſband's inclination, by 
being like the horrid things you doat on. 1 

LI. Wrong. Come, lince you are incorrigible, T'll 
give your pride the vain relief you aſk for -Your 
temper is at laſt intolerable, and now *tis mutual eaſe 
to part with you: Yet, to let you ſee *tis not in the 
power of all your follies to provoke me to an injuſtice, 

I will not truſt your wiſhes with your own diſcretion ; 
but if you have a friend, that's not an enemy to me, 
whoſe honeſty and ſenſe you dare depend on, let him 
be umpire of the conditions, of what's proper both of 
us ſhould yield to when we part; and here's my 
hand, my word, my honour, I'll ſign em on de- 
mand. | | 

La. Wrong. Keep but your word in this, my Lord, 
and I have henceforth no injuries to reproach you with. 

Ld, Wrong, If in the leaſt article I ſhrink from it, 
conclude me then the mean, the ſervile wretch you'd 
make me. 

La. Wrong. I'd make you juſt, my Lord if that's my 
fault, I never ſhall repent it. | 

Ld. Wrong. We are now no longer our own judges : 
madam, name the perſon you appeal to. 

La. Wrong, OI my Lord, you can't be more in 
haſte than 1 am: Sir Friendly Moral: and I think you 
can have no objection to his integrity appeal 
to him. 


Id. Wrong. The man in the world I wou'd have choſe 


- 
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myſelf; and if you pleaſe, madam, Ill wait upon you 
0 him immediately, 

La. Wrong. No, my Lord, I think it won't be unrea- 
ſonable, if I ſpeak with him alone firſt, 

Ld. Wrong. With all my heart; in half an hour tlien 
VI follow you. 

La. Wrong. My Lord, you need not affect this indiffe- 
rence, I have provocations enough without it PII 
go, depend on't. | 

Ld. Prong. I thought you had been gone, madam, 
How now ! [Paſſing haſtily by here 


Enter a Servant, who whiſpers Lord Wronglove. 


Serv. Sir Friendly Moral defires to ſpeak with your 
lordſhip : he Kays in the next room, and begs my lady 
may not know he's here. | 5 

La. Wrong. [Turning] What can that whiſper mean ? 
But I have done with jealouſy. 

I. d. Vrong. When your lady's gone out, defire him 
to walk in. [Exit Servant.) In half an hour, as I told 
you, PII poſitively be with you. Ss 

La. Wrong. Oh ! my Lord, I ſhan't ſtay to interrupt. 
your privacies. [Exit Lady Wronglove. 

d. H'rong. How unfortunate muſt this woman's 
temper be, when even this affectation of indifference 
is the greateſt proof I ever receiv'd of her inclination ? 
— What can this come to ?———BPy Sir Friendly's 
being here, I fancy ſhe has been diſcloſing her grievance 
already; and when ſhe has made the very worſt of it, I 
am miſtaken, if his temper and underſtanding won't 
convince her, that 'tis below the pride and as of 
2 wife to take ſo violent a notice of it But here 
he comes [Exter Sir Friendly Moral.] 
Sir Friendly, your moſt humble ſervant —— Come, we 
are alone, I gueſs your bufineſs—— my wife has been 
1 you. 

Sir Fr. No, my Lord; and unleſs you give me your 


word to be ſecret, I dare not tell you my buſineſs. 
Ld. Vrong. Upon my honour, 
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Sir Fr. Then, there, my Lord, I juſt now receiv'd 
that letter from her. | 


Ld. Frong. | Reads.) 


At laft, I find there's no way of being eaſy in my lift 
but parting for ever with my Lord : And I wou'd 
evillingly do it in ſuch a manner, as might leaſt 

blame me to the world. Your friendſhip to both our 
families ewill, I am ſure, engage you to adviſe me 
in the ſafeſt method: therefore J beg you'll be 
at home ſome time this evening, that F may ſpeak 
with you ; for life, as it is, is inſupportable. 

FY am, fir 7 Ee. 


Well, Sir Friendly, then J can tell you half your trouble's 
over ; for we have agreed to part already, and both have 
choſen you umpire of the conditions, | 

Sir Fr. How, my Lord! Cou'd paſſion be ſo far your 

maſter too? _ 
Id. Wrong. Why faith, Sir Friendly, patience cou'd 
endure it no longer———'Twas her own propoſal, and 
ſhe found the way at laſt to provoke me to take her 
at her word, c e 

Sir Fr. Her word! Fye! fye ! Becauſe ſhe'd lame her 
reputation to cripple your's, ſhall you — her fol- 
ly on yourſelf ? Come, come, your underſtanding ought 
to have more com paſſion for the misfortune of a weak 
woman's temper, . | 

Ld. Wrong. Oh ! ſhe's implacable ! 

Sir Fr. That quality puniſhes itſelf, my Lord: and 
fince the provocation's yours, it might fometimes be 
pardon'd. Do but imagine how it muit gall the heart 
of a woman of ſpirit, to fee the looſe coquets of her ac- 

uaintance ſmile at the modiſh. huſbane's ſleeping in a 
parate bed from her. Say: 

Ld. Wrong. Humph ! There's ſomething in what you 
fay—I own—Not but you'll laugh at me, ſhould 1 tell 
you the true and honelt occaſion of it. 

Sir Fr. Not if it be true and honeſt, my Lord. 

Ld. Wrong. Upon my faith, it was not the leaſt dif- 
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taſle of her perſon, but her being downright an intoler- 
able bed- fellow. 

Sir Fr. How do you mean ? 

Ld. Wrong. I cou'd never ſleep with her For tho 
ſhe loves late hours, yet when ſhe has ſeen me gape for 
bed, like a waiter at the Groom-porter's in a morning | 
ſhe wou'd ſtill reſerve to herſelf the tedious decorum of —_ 
being firſt ſolicited for her company; ſo that ſhe uſu- 28 
ally contriv'd to let me be three-quarters aſleep, before 1 
the wou'd do me the honour to diſturb me. Then, be- 1 


ſides this, I was ſeldom leſs than two nights in four, 
but in the very middle of my firſt comfortable nap, I was x 
awakened with the alarm of tingle, tingle, for a quarter =o. 
of an hour together, that you'd ſwear ſhe wanted 1 
a doctor or a midwife; and by-and-bye down comes [het 

Mademoiſelle with a ſingle under-petticoat in one 
hand, and rubbing her eyes with t'other ; and then, 
after about half an hour's weighty arguments on both 
hdes, poor Mademoiſelle is guilty of not having pull'd 
the ſheet ſmooth at her feet, by which unpardonable 
neglect, her ladyſnip's little toe had lain at leaſt two 
hours on the rack of a wrinkle, that had almoſt put 
her into a fever This when I civilly com- 
plain'd of, ſhe ſaid ſhe muſt either be eaſy in the bed, 
or go out of i. I told her, that was exactly my 
caſe; ſol very fairly ſtepp'd into the next room, where 
] have ever fince ſlept moſt profoundly, without ſo much 
as once dreaming of her, 

Sir Fr. An unfortunate circumſtance, truly ! But I ſee 
2 little matter, my Lord, will part people that don't 
care for company. | 

Ld. Wrong. But, Sir Friendly, (not to trouble you 
with a long particular of the provocations I had 'from th, 
her temper to run a-roguing at firſt) ſuppoſe I have 
play'd the fool, is the fault unpardonable ? Is a wife's 
reputation like an huſband's, mean, or infamous, be- 
cauſe-ſhe overlooks the folly ? 

Sir Fr. No but did you, my Lord, ever give her 
any ſigns of a repentance ? | 

Ld, Wrong, As far as I have thought the nature af 
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the crime requir'd——Pve often receiv'd her moderate 
reproaches with a ſmile, and raillery 
to gueſs, in hopes her underitanding wou'd have ſmil'd 
again, and pardon'd it, 
Sir Fr. And what effect had that? 

Ld. Vrong. O! none in nature! For, fir, her pride 


has poſſeſs'd her with ſo horrid an idea of the crime, 


that my making flight on't but the more incenſes her: 
and when once her paſſion takes the liberty of her 
tongue to me, I neither ſpare authority nor ill- nature 
to provoke or ſilence her This generally is our 
courſe of converſation ; and for aught I fee, if we 
ſhou'd not agree upon parting, we are in as fair a way 
of heartily plaguing one another for lite, as e'er a com- 
fortable couple in — 

Sir Fr, My Lord, the thought's too melancholy to jeſt 

n. | 
714. Wrong: Why, faith, I have ſo far a concern for 
her, that cou'd any means of an accommodation be 
found, that were not unfit for an huſband to ſubmit to, 
I thoy'd not yet refuſe to come into it. 

Sir Fr. Spoken like a man, my Lord: how far the 
fault's in you, 1 partly ſee ; and when I have made the 
ſame enquiry into my Lady's grief, I doubt not then 1 
ſhall be better able to adviſe. 

Ld. Wrong. You've now an opportunity : for ſhe's 
gone this very minute to my Lady Gentle's, to ſpeak 
with you. : | 


Sir Fr. Twere beſt to loſe no time then , my Lord; 


I'll take my leave — Nay, no ceremony, 
Ld. Wrong, No, I'm going part of your way—— 
upon my word. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Lady Gentle, reading a latter, and Mrs. Conqueſt, 


Mrs. Con. I hope Sir William's well, madam. 


La. Gent. Yes, very. well, my dear, and defires his 


baiſemains to your 5 
Mrs. Con. Does he ſay any thing of coming to 
town ? | 


given her leave 
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La. Gent. No, nothing yet. 


Mrs. Corn. No! Pray, madam, don't you think his 
> a worſhip begins to be a little fonder of fox-hunt- 


ing than you cou'd with he were ? 


a. Gent, | am always pleas'd while he's diverted ; if 
you ſaw his letters to me, you wou'd not think I had any 


reaſon to complain. 


Mrs. Con. Nay, the world owns your ladyſhip has the 


perfect ſecret of making a good huſband. 


La. Gent. Believe me, child, the matter's not ſo diffi.” 


cult as people wou'd have it. If you but knew what 


trifles, in the compliance of a wife's temper, ſoothe a 


man to fondneſs, you'd admire to what childiſh Gy 
ſo many women owe their uneaſineſs. 


Enter Miſs Notable, crying. 


Miſs Net. Oh! oh! 

La. Gent, How now! What's the matter, my dear? 
Miſs Not. Oh! oh! Madam! Madam! 

Mrs. Con. Bleſs me! What ails the child? 

Miſs Noe. I have been ſo abus' d! ſo affronted ! 

La. Gent. Abus'd! By whom, my dear ? 


Miſs Not, That monſter of men, my Lord George 
Brilliant. 


Mrs. Con. My Lord George - 
Miſs Nor. Oh! I can't ſpeak for paſſion * 


La. Gent. 'm amaz'd ! What has he done, child ? 


Miſs Noz. The moſt provoking, impudent thing that 
ever was offer'd to a young creature, ſure: Oh! oh! 

Mrs. Con. ¶ Aſide.] This mult be ſome ſtrange thing, 
indeed : for if 1 don't miſtake, her young ladyſhip thinks 
herſelf old enough for moſt ſorts of impudence that a 
man can offer her. 


La. Gent. Has he offerd any love or rudeneſs to 
you ? 

Miſs Not, Oh worle ! ! worſe! a thouſand times. 

Mrs. Con. Worſe } What can that be, child? un- 
leſs it be, that he has not made love to her ? [ A/edes 

Miſs Not, Oh! Madam! *Tis not n-yſelf alone, but 
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your ladyſhip, and Mrs. Congue/t too, that are affronted, 
Mrs. Con. Am I in? But it's no novelty to me 


I have fo far the better of both of you, I am us'd to his 


impudence, and know how to bear it. 
La. Gent. I am amaz'd ! Pray let's hear, child. 
Mifs Nor. Oh! I could tear his fleſh, for having ſuck 
a thought of me. | 
La. Gent, What thought, my dear ? 


Miſs Net. Oh! madam! cou'd any thing but the 


* villain upon earth think to make me a procu- 
reſs? | | 
La. Gent. Child! you ſtartle me! | 
. Miſs Vor. Or any mortal, but from a moſt profligate 
principle of the molt provoking vanity, nouriſh but the 
leaſt living hope againſt your ladyſhip's virtue ? 
La. Gent. — child! | 
Miſs Not. Or any monſter, but the moſt ungrateful, 
moſt audacious of mankind propoſe too, that I ſhould diſ- 
coxer his odious inclinations to your ladyſhip, before the 
very face of one who innocently loves him: Oh! I am 
paſt patience -I think I do it bravely. [ Afar. 
[Walks in diſorder. 
La. Gent. I am all confuſion ! 
Mrs. Con. [4/ide.] If this girl's - paſſion is not all an 
air and his own contrivance, then will I be bound to en- 
dure the ſucceſs of 1t. | 
La. Gent. His inclination-! and to me ! and yet pro- 
pos'd, that you ſhou'd diſcover it before Mrs. Conqueft 
too! To glory in ſuch infolence ! This ſeems a contra- 
diction. | 
Miſs Ver. Or elfe, ſaid he, *twould never be believ'd; 
for having che idle reputation of liking one, I am oblig'd 
that both ſhould know it, that ſne I really love may ſee 
I'm wholly free from my former paſſion. - 
Mrs. Con. This lye muſt be his own, by the extremity 
of its impudence. | [ Aides 
La. Gent. But when he us'd my name, child, why 
were you not ſhock'd at firſt ? Why did not you leave him 
to tell his idle ſtory to the world? © 
Miſs Not. Oh madam! that was what betray'd me 
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into hearing him: for when he firſt began, he nam'd no 
names ; that he reſerv'd till laſt, till he had told me all, 
to clinch the ſecret with. 
La. Gent. But pray, child, how did he begin it ? What 
was his manner of firſt attempting you ? 
Mrs. Con. Her ladyſhip grows a little inquiſitive, me- 
thinks. | [Alide. 
Miſs Not. Oh! with all the ſubtle ſoftneſs that ever 
humble love inſpired : — Then of a ſudden, rouſing from 
his fear, he gave himſelf ſuch an animated air of confi- 
dence, threw back his wig, and cry'd aloud, 
But why ſhou'd ſhe aſham'd or angry be, 
T? be below'd by me. 
Mrs. Cox. What do you think of his modeſty now, 
madam ? | 
La. Gent. I am amaz'd, indeed. | 
' Miſs Nor. Then he turn'd to me, preſs'd me by the 
hand, and, kneeling, begg'd my friendſhip, and threw 
into my lap ſuch untold heaps of gold, forc'd upon my 
finger too a ſparkling diamond, I thought muſt beggar 
him to purchaſe —— But- when I heard him cloſe his 
impudent ſtory, with offering a letter to give your la- 
dyſhip, while Mrs. Conqueſt was by I ſtarted 
up, and told him, Yes, my Lord, I'll do your errand, 
but without your letter, in another manner than your 
infamous principles have propos'd it; my Lady ſhall 
know your paſſion, but know it as I do, to avoid, to 
loath, and ſcorn you for ſuch a villainous throught. 
While I was ſaying this, I threw his filthy gold upon 
the floor, his letter into the fire, his diamond out of the 
window, and left him to gather them up, as he pleas'd, 
without expecting an anſwer, 
La. Gent, Sure! 'tis impoſſible a man ſhould wear a 
face, that cou'd ſo ſedfattly belie his heart. 
Miſs Not. So | was reſolv'd to tell your ladyſhip ——= 
Belides, I thought it proper Mrs. Conguef ſhould know 
his brutality to her too. | | 
Mrs. Cox, Oh! I am mightily oblig'd to you, my 
dear, but I knew him before. 1 | 
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the vain thing is 

La. Gent. My dear, I'm at a loſs how far to doubt, or 

to believe this Holly of him —— Pray adviſe me. 
| [To Mrs. Conqueſt, 
Mrs. Con. If your ladyſhip wou'd take my opinion, 

I'd be entirely eaſy. I'd neither doubt or believe any 
thing of the matter, till I had it confirm'd from his own 
bebaviour. | 

Maſs Not. [4/5de.] I can't bear this She ſhan't be 
fo eaſy —— II tell her the whole truth of his addreſſing 
to me, but Pll humble her. | 7% 

La. Gent. Now, you know, he was to be here with 
other company at cards 2 ; but if you'll do me 
the favour to ſit with me, Ill keep my chamber, ſay 
What 


I'm indiſpos'd, and ſee no company at all 
think you ? | 

Mrs. Con, I think it won't be worth that trouble, 
madam. | n 
8 Enter & — | 


dero. Madam, the company's come. 

La. Gent. Is my Lord George there? 

Serv. Yes, madam. 

La. Gent, What ſhall we do now ? | 

Mrs Cer. By all means go and receive him among 


the reſt, as you us'd to do, and take no notice of any 


thing— Pl wait upon your ladyſhip in two mi- 
nutes. . 7 
La. Gent, If you don't, I ſhall certainly betray my- 
ſelf; I'll come and fetch you. [ Exit Lady Gentle. 
Mrs. Coz. As you pleaſe, madam I have obſerv'd 


a rey Wr {mile upon this girl's face, that makes me 


fancy her ſecret 1s but. half out yet——if I gueſs right 

Eil eden pique her little pride till ſhe tells me, for [ 

know the chit does not care for me. | Aldi. 

Miſs Not. Oh! Mrs. Yazity's a little upon the hum- 

drum at laſt, I ſee; I'll make her ſob before I have done 
I | | 


Miſs Nor. [4/ide.} | Hah} how affectedly indifferent 
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with her. Mrs. Conqueſt, you ſeem a little con- 
cern'd about this matter: now, if I were you, I'd take 
no manner of notice of it; he ſhou'd not have the pride 
to think 'twas in his power to give me a moment's un- 
eaſine ſs. 

Mrs. Con. My dear, you adviſe me very well; but, 
upon my word, I am not unealy. 

Miſs Not. Pooh! that's ſuch a jeſt! as if you did 
not love my Lord George. | 

Mrs. Con. Did he ever tell you I did ? | 

Miſs Not. Tell me !—-— No! but—one ſees that well 
enough. | 

Mrs. Con. Why then, if I do love him, child, you 
may depend upon't, it's only from the aſſurances I have 
of his loving me only. | 

Miſs Nor. But fince you ſee (as the world will too 
in a little time) how falſe theſe aſſurances are, had not 
you better ſeem to leave him, than lie under the ſcandal 
of his leaving you ? 

Mrs. Con. No, child; PII ftill keep up my preten- 
ſions, if it be only to hinder other vain creatures from 
coming into hopes of him : for I know, were I once to 
own myſelf diſengag'd, then every impertinent coquet 
in town wou'd be giving airs to him, 

Miſs Net. Was ever any thing ſo ſtupidly vain ? [ Afide.] 
Lard! Madam, you have a mighty opinion of your 
perfections ſure, to think it impoſſible a man can be 
falſe to you: ſome women wou'd ha' been a- top of the 
houſe by this time, if they had only heard of their 
lover's common civility to another. You are 
ſtrangely happy, ſure, when his owning a paſſion to 
your friend, before your face, can't make you unealy ; 
Heh! heh ! 

Mrs. Con. Methinks, child, my want of jealouſy, from 
what you've ſaid, gives you a little unealineſs —- I 
ſhou'd be loth to think his idle way of raillery had 
taught you to think of love ſo toon ! 

Miſs Vor. So ſoon ! I ſuppoſe, madam, if I had the 


forwardneſs of your ladyſhip's inclination, I might 
Vor, II, M | | 
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produce as good proofs of his paſſion for me, as you can 
of his conſtancy to you. 

Mrs. Con. So! ſhe's ſtirr'd I muſt have the reſt on't. 
Aide] His paſſion to thee, love ! that were impolli. 
ble Have a paſſion for any thing ſo incapable to 
conceive it! Why love's a thing you won't be fit 
to think of theſe two years. 

Miſs Net. Not think of it! Pd have you know, ma- 
dam, there are men in the world that think me as fit for 
a lover, as your ladyſhip. 

Mrs, Con. So! now it's coming, Aldi. 

Miſs Not. And however unfit. you think me, madam, 
Pd have you, next time any man's idle raillery flatters you 
into a paſſion for him, don't let me know it; I ſay, 
don't let me know it, for fear my unfitneſs ſhou'd de- 
ceive your vanity, by taking him from you——— Not 
think of it! { ſhall hve to ſee you burſt with envy, 
madam Do you obſerve me? Burſt! burſt !— Not 
think of it! 

Mrs. Con. Nay, now I am convinc'd This paſ- 
fion, I dare ſwear, is real—He has certainly ſaid ſome 
civil thing, before he wis aware. But for what you 
ſaid of him juſt now to my Lady Gentle, my pretty 
one 

Miſs Not. Pretty one !— — Pray, madam ! ——— 
Tho? I'm ſorry I can't ſay the ſame of your ladyſhip. 

Mrs. Con. I ſay, all your late ſobbing, and pretend- 
ing to throw gold about the room, and diamonds out 
of the window, and all that ſtuff, my honey, I am 
now confirm'd was all, from firſt to laſt, the pretty fic- 
tion of thy own little pride and jealouſy, only to have 
eaſe of giving me pain, from his ſuppos'd forſaking 
m 


E. : : 8 

Miſs Not. Ha! ha! ha! I am glad to fee your va- 
nity ſo ſwell'd, madam ; but fince I find 'tis your diſ- 
eaſe, I'll be your friend for once, and work your cure 
by burſting it. Know then, you have gueſs'd a truth 
that has undone you: the part I've acted of his pre- 
tended paſſion to another, was, as you ſaid indeed, 4 
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Action all, and only play'd to give my pride the diver_ 
ſion of his owning to your face, how little he regard* 
you. But know, the fatal face to which you owe your 
ruin, was not my Lady Gentle's (that was my own in- 
vention), but mine; not her, nor you, but me, and me 
alone he loves ——Theſe poor unfit features have ſe- 
duc'd him from you And now let all the world 
(that ſees how barbarouſly your vanity, or mine, has 
miſtaken idle raillery for love) judge who's moſt fit to 
think of it. Exiz. 

Mrs. Con. Now the myſtery's unfolded—— —— Oh! 
this ſubtle devil ! how artfully has he fool'd this forward 
girl to his aſſiſtance ?—— Well! there's ſomething in the 
barefac'd exceſs of his aſiurance that makes me ſmile : 
I'm loth to ſay he's impudent, but he has an undaunted 
modeſty, that's certain ; and for that very one quality 
'twill be worth my while not to truſt him even with my 
Lady Gentle———— Oh, fir ! 
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Enter Sir Friendly Moral. 


Sir Fr. So, child, how ſtand affairs now? Any freſh 
diſcovery ? | | 

Mrs. Con. Only a trifling confirmation or two, fir, 
of what we ſuſpected before Therefore what we 
do muſt be done quickly - Have you conſider'd 
what I propos'd, fir ? 

Sir Fr. In troth 'tis a wild thought, but you have a 
wild ſpark to deal with ; and, for aught I know, his 
own ſnakes may be likelieſt to hold him. Only take 
this general caution with you, that the warmth of your 
underſtanding don't carry you into any action, that the 
diſcretion of your ſex can't anſwer, 

Mrs. Con, Fear not, fir, I know my man, and know 
myſelf, | 

Sir Fr. Then here's your letter writ, and ſeal'd as 
you directed. 

Mrs. Con. And here comes my lady; 'twill be now a 
fit occaſion to make uſe of it. | 

Sir Fr. I'll leave you then. 
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Mrs. Con. When I have done with her, fir, I wou'd 
conſult you farther. 
Sir Fr. I'll expect you in my chamber. 
| [ Exit Sir Friendly, 


Enter Lady Gentle. 


La. Gent. Oh, child! I'm glad I have found you. 

Mrs. Con. What's the matter, madam ? 
5 Gent. I think I was never more provok'd in my 

ife. 

Mrs. Con. Any thing from my Lord George ? 

La. Gent. Yes — ſomething that makes me ſhud- 
der at the thought, 

Mrs. Con. Bleſs me! | 

La. Gent. Something ſo groſly inſolent in the over- 
reſpectfulneſs of his behaviour; ſuch an affected awe 
when he but ſpeaks to me; ſomething that ſhews within 
his heart ſo vain, ſo arrogant an hope! it more pro- 
vokes me than all the aukward follies of a barefac'd im- 
pudence: and ſince I find he ſecretly preſumes upon my 
knowing his odious ſecret, *twill be therefore but equal 
Juſtice to myſelf and you, to cruſh his idle hopes at 
once; for not to check, is to encourage em: and when 
once a woman's known to be follow'd, let her virtue be 
never ſo fam'd, or fortified, the good-natur'd town al- 
ways concludes the lover ſucceſsful. 

Mrs. Con. You did not ſeem to underſtand his beha- 


viour ? 


La. Gent. I can't tell whether he underſtood me, or 


no; but I could not help ſaying, in a very grave man- 
ner, that whatever ſtrait I put myſelf to, his thouſand 
pounds ſhou'd certainly be paid him next week. 

Mrs. Con. And how did he take it? 

La. Gent. Oh! he's not to be put out of countenance, 
that I ſee ; for he preſs'd me, with a world of eaſy civi- 
lity, not to give myſelf the leaſt concern, for, if 1 
pleas'd, he wou'd immediately give me a very fair 
chance to pay him, without ever drawing a line for it. 

Mrs. Con. A fair chance! What was it? 
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La. Gent. Why he offer'd me, indeed, at Picquet ſuch 
adds, as I am ſure he 1s not able to give me; for Count 
Tailly, who ſtood by, thought it ſo conſiderable an ad- 
vantage, that he begg'd he might go my halves, or 
what part of the money I pleas'd. | 

Mrs. Con. Well ſaid, Count This may come to 
ſomething— She mult play with him — for, poſitively, 
there's no other way of ſeeing a quick end of his hopes, 
or my OWN. 

La. Gent. The extravagance of his offer, I confeſs, 
ſurpriz'd me; ſo I only told him I'd conſider on't, and 
came to you for advice. 

Mrs. Con. Then certainly, madam, take him at his 
word; and ſince you know his diſhoneſt end, in offer- 
ing ſuch an advantage, e'en make uſe on't, and let his 
very baſeneſs puniſh itſelf, 

La, Gent, As how ? 

Mrs. Con. Look you, the beſt way to diſappoint his 
hopes, is firſt to raiſe em Go to him this mi- 
nute Call for cards and put on all the co- 
quet airs imag enable: ſmile at his reſpe&, and glance 
him out of his affected modeſty. By this means you 
will certainly encourage his vanity, not only to the gal- 


lantry of letting you win your money again, but, more 


than probably, of loſing his own to you. 

La. Gent. | vow you tempt me ſtrangely 
at nothing but thoſe airs you ſpeak of 1 
aukwardly | gd: 

Mrs. Con. Pooh! I warrant you, truſt to nature; it's 
nothing; one cannot ſet one's hair in a glaſs without 
em f it were not a ſure card, you can't think I'd 
adviſe you to play it, for my own fake. 

La. Gent. That, indeed, leaves me nothing to'ſay— 
Well, upon your encouragement, I wilt venture, and 
the very moment I get home, the ſum I am out to him, 
I'll throw up my cards, and fairly tell him, 1 know 
when 'tis time to give over! | 

Mrs. Con. Admirable ! 

La, Gent, Nay, and becauſe I don't think I owe him 
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the regard of declaring it myſelf, I'll go down into Se 


to-morrow morning, and leave you, if you think fit, io 
tel] him the occaſion, 

Mrs. Con. No, madam; to let your ladyſhip ſee J 
think every thing is entirely ſafe under your diſcretion, 
as my own, I am reſolv'd to go out of town this mo- 
ment. | 

La. Gent, What do you mean ? 

Mrs. Cox. I have receiv'd a letter here from my bro. 
ther Sir Jobn, my twin brother, madam, whom [ have 
not ſeen theſe nine years; he arrived but laſt night 
from Italy, to take poſſeſſion of his eſtate ; he's now at 
his houſe in E, and a little indiſpos'd after his voy- 
age; he has ſent his coach, and begs, if poflible, 1 
would be with him to-night, | 

La. Gent. To night! Impoſſible! Go as early in the 
morning, child, as you pleaſe. 

Mrs. Cen. No, dear madam, pardon me, the 
moon ſhines, and I had rather defer my ſleep, than 
break it. 

La. Gent. Well, my dear, ſince you won't be per- 
ſuaded, I wiſh you a good journey — I ſhall ſee you 
before you go. 

Mrs. Con. I have juſt a moment's buſineſs with Sir 
Friendly, and then I'Il wait upon your ladyſhip. 

[Exit Lady Gentle, 
Well, there ſhe goes How ſhe will come off I can't 
tell. The good woman, I dare ſwear, is truly inno- 
cent in her intentions; but good looking after, I fancy, 
can do her no injury: for Virtue, tho” ſhe's of a noble 
ſpirit, and a great conqueror, tis true; yet, as ſhe's 
ſtout, alas! we know ſhe's merciful ; and when ſly Hu- 
mility and Nature kneel hopeleſs to her unqueſtioned 
power, they look ſo pitiful, ſpeak in ſuch a gentle 
tone, and ſigh their griefs with ſuch ſubmiſſion, that 
cruel Virtue loſes all its anger for compaſſion —— —— 


Compaſſion kindles hope, hope arms aſſurance, and 


then — —tho* Virtue may have courage enough to 
give a ſtout knock with her heel for ſomebody to come 
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* 


Mm 


Rill, I ſay, if ſomebody ſhou'd come in 
twou'd be ungrateful in any woman alive not to allow, 
that good attendance ſometimes may do her virtue 
conſiderable ſervice, [ Exit. 


FFF 
K . 
The SCENE continues. 


Enter Lord George, and Mi/s Notable. 


Miſs Not. O,. when I found that wou'd not take 


down her vanity, I e'en told her the 

whole truth of the matter, that it was not my Lady 
Gente, but her humble ſervant was her rival. | 

Ld Geo. Well ſaid! What did Mrs. Congrueft ſay 
upon that? | 

Miſs Vor. She did not ſay much, but the poor ſoul's 
gone out of town upon't. 

Ld. Geo. Out of town at this time of night! What 
do you mean ? 

Miſs Vet. Juſt as I ſay, ſir.— Her brother, it ſeems, 
is come from travel; ſo the fullneſs of her ſtomach laid 
hold on that occaſion, and ſhe pretends ſhe's gone to 


meet him Now what expect from you is this; ſince 


I ſee nothing but demonſtration will heartily humble her 
ladyſhip, you ſhall confeſs all I told her of your ad- 
drefling to me, under your own hand, in a billet to 
me, which I'll incloſe in a ſtinging letter from myſelf 
to her, and ſena it immediately. 

Ld. Geo. So, ſo, I am like to be drawn into a fine 
buſineſs here: the jeſt muſt not go ſo far neither: 
the child has a ſtrange vivacity in her good- nature 


| LAlide. 

Miſs Not. Vou pauſe upon't 
Ld. Geo. Well, madam, to let you ſee I ſcorn to 
proteis more than I'll ſtand to, do you draw up the let- 
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ter to your mind, I'll copy it, and—and=and=—and puc 
the change upon you. [4fade, 
Miſs Not. Aye, now you ſay ſomething ; I'll about 
it immediately. 
Ld. Geo. Do ſo; I'Il ſtay here till you have done it, 
[Exit Mi Notable, 
Who ſays I am not a provident lover ? For now by that 
time my harveſt of Lady Gentle is over, the early in. 
clination I have ſown in this girl will be juſt ripe and 
ready for the fickle A true woman's man ſhould 
breed his miſtreſſes, as an old what-d'ye call-um does 
young girls in a play-houſe, one under another, that 
he may have always ſomething fit for the deſire of ſe- 
veral perſons of quality But here comes my Lady 
Gentle —— Aſſurance, ſtand faſt; and don't let the 
inſolent awe of a fine woman's virtue look thee out of 
countenance | 


Enter Lady Gentle, 


La. Gent. Come, come, my Lord, where do you run ? 
The cards wait for you. | 

Ld. Geo. I did not know your ladyſhip had reſolv'd 
to do me the honour of accepting the match I propos'd 

ou. 

q La. Gent. Oh, your ſervant, grave ſir— you have a 
mind to be off on't, J ſuppoſe ———— but, as mere a 
country girl as you think me, you'll find I am enough 
in the mode not to refuſe a good offer, whether I de- 
ſerve it or no. 


Ld. Geo. Coquet, by all that's lovely. [4fde.] -! 


mutt confeſs, madam, I ſhould be glad to ſee your lady- 
ſhip a little better reconcil'd to the diverſions in fa- 
ſhion, | f 

La. Gent. And if I have any ſkill in faces, whatever 
ſolemn airs you give yourſelf, nobody is more a private 
friend to em than your lordſhip. 

Ld. Geo. I can't diſown a ſecret tenderneſs for every 
thing that ought to move the heart, but reputation 
| ſhou'd be always ſacted: and he that does not take 


— — RC" — 


wy = — — 
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ſome care of his own, can never hope to be much truſted 
with other people's: for were a woman of condition ge- 
nerouſly to make that truſt, what conſequence upon 
earth cou'd be more terrible to her, than the folly or 
baſeneſs of her lover's expoſing the ſecret ? 

La. Gent, Very modiſh morals, upon my word! 80 
that a prudent regard to her reputation is all the virtue 
you think a woman has occaſion for Fie! fie! Pl 
wear, my Lord, I took you for quite another man. 

Ld. Geo. I never was deceiv'd in your Ladyſhip, for 
| T always took you for a woman of the firſt underſtand- 


ing. | | 

bs Gent. Are not you a wicked creature? How can 
you have the aſſurance to think any woman that knows 
you, will be commonly civil to you ? 

Ld. Geo. I do think the moſt impudent thing a man 
can offer to a woman, is to alk the leait favour of her 
before he has done ſomething to deſerve it; and fo, if 
you pleaſe, madam, we'll *en fit down to piquet, and 
make an end of our argument afterwards. 

La, Gent. [Afide.) How blind is vanity ? that this 
wretch can't ſee | fool him all this while? Well, my 
Lord, for once I won't baulk your gallantry, 


Enter Sir Friendly. 


Come, Sir Friendly, my Lord and I are going to pic- 
quet ; have you a mind to look on a little? ; 
Sir Fr, Troth, madam, I have often look'd on, and 
have as often wonder'd to ſee two very good friends fit 
fairly down, and in cool blood, agree to wiſh one ano- 
ther heartily inconvenienc'd in their fortune. | 

Ld. Geo. Oh fie! nuncle, that's driving the conſe- 
quence too far. 

Sir Fr, Not a jot. And 'tis amazing, that ſo ma- 
ny good families ſhou'd daily encourage a diverſion, 
whoſe utmoſt pleaſure is founded upon avarice and ill- 
nature; for thoſe are always the ſecret principles of deep 


play, 
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Re-enter Miſs Notable, and winks at Lord George. 


Ld. Geo. I'll wait upon your ladyſhip in a moment. 

| oe [ Exit, 

La, Gent I don't know, play is a diverſion that al- 

ways keeps the ſpirits awake, methinks, whether one 
wins or loſes. | 

Sir Fr. I have very little to ſay againſt a moderate uſe 


of it but we grow ſerious ——Pray, madam, is my 


Lady Wronglow? in the next room? 
La. Gent. I left her there; ſhe was enquiring for you. 
— Here ſhe is. 


Enter Lady Wronglove. 


Well, medam, what are they doing within? 

La. Wrong. There's like to be no bank, I find; they 
are all broke into ombre and piquet. 

La. Gent. Your ladyſhip 1s not for play then ? 

La. Wrong. Not yet, madam ; I have a word or 
two with Sir Friendly, and I'll endeavour to wait on your 
ladyſhip. 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Madam, here's Sir John Congueſt juſt come to 
town ; he enquires for your ladyſhip, or Sir Friendly 
Moral. SL 

La. Gent. Sir Fohn! What a miftake has poor Mrs. 
Congueſ/ made now? She went but an hour ago to 
meet him. 

R Sir Fr. Will your ladyſhip give me leave to wait on 
im ? | 

La. Gent. If you pleaſe to give yourſelf that trouble, 
Sir Friendly. Pray, deſire him to walk in. 

Exit Sir Friendly. 


Is my Lord Mronglove come, madam ?- - 


La. Wrong. He ſaid he would be here; but you mult 
not expect him the more for that. | 


Cond 


* 
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La. Gent. He does not much ſtand upon forms, in- 
deed ; but he's extremely good-humour'd when one has 
him. 

La. Wrong. How can people taſte good-humour where 
there's no principle ? 


La. Gent. And what dull company would the ſlricteſt 
principle be without good-humour ? | 


La. Wrong. And yet the beſt temper's but a cheat 
without *em. | 
La. Gent. He muſt be a man indeed that lives with- 
out a fault; but there are ſome, that 'tis always a wo 
man's intereſt to overlook in a hufband : our frowns may 
govern lovers, but huſbands muſt be ſmil'd on. 
La. Wrong. I ſhou'd defpiſe the man that muſt be 
flatter'd to be juſt. | 
La. Gent. Alas! the price is very little; and let me 
tell you, madam, the man that's juſt, is not to be de- 
ſpis'd. 
E Wrong. He that lives in a profeſs'd contempt of 
obligations, can never be belov\d——'tis better to re. 
leaſe 'em; you'll ſhortly ſee me eaſy. 
La. Gent. I ſhall ever wiſh you ſo. 


Enter Sir Friendly, with Mrs. Conqueſt, in man's 
habit. | 


Sir Fr. This, fir, is my Lady Gentle. [They ſalute. 
La. Gent, You are welcome into England, fir. 


Enter Lord George, who, freeing Mrs. Conqueſt, whiſpers 
Sir Friendly. 


Mrs. Cen. 1 hope your ladyſhip will excuſe my un- 
ſeaſonable viſit; but 1 rather choſe to be troubleſome, 
than ſlow in the acknowledgments I owe your ladyſhip 
tor the many favours to my filter, 

La. Gent, Mrs. Congueft and her friends are always 


welcome to me My Lady Vronglove, pray kuow 
Sir Jobs“ FIERY 
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Sir Fr, My Lord George, and Sir Fehr, will you give 
me leave to recommend a friendſhip between you ? 

14. Geo. Sir, I ſhall be proud to embrace it. 

Mrs Con. *Twill be a charity in a man of your Lord. 
ſhip's figure to give a raw young fellow a little counte- 
nance at his firſt arrival. „ | 

Ld. Geo. Your appearance, Sir, I am confident, will 
never want a friendſhip among the men of-taſte, or the 
ladies, - 

Sir Fr, This young lady, Sir John, is a near relation 
of mine; and if you have not left your heart abroad, 
will endanger it here as far as e'er a ſouthern beauty of 
of *em all. | 

Mrs. Con. If the lady's good-nature were equal to her 
beauty, *twou'd be diſpos'd of this minute. 

Ld. Geo. Faith he's a pretty fellow ! 

Miſs Not. A ſweet creature! RF: 77 

Ld. Wrong. He's extremely like his fiſter ! 

La. Gent. The very image of her! 

Mrs. Con. We were both made at the ſame time, la- 
dies: I only with ſhe had been born to breeches too: 
tor [ fancy that wild humour of her's is diſmally put to't 
under the confinement of petticoats. | 

a> 5 [Lady Wronglove goes to Sir Friendly. 

La. Gent. I find, dir John, you are twins in your 
good-humour, as well as your perſons, 

Mrs. Con. We always took a liberty with one another, 
madam ; tho* I believe the girl may be honeſt at the 
bottom. | 

Ld. Gco. Methinks you loſe time with the young lady, 
Sir John. | [ Hide. 

Mrs. Con. To te!l you the truth, my Lord, I find 
myſelf a liitle too ſharp ſet for a formal gallantry; 1 
have had a tedious voyage, and would be glad of a 
ſmall recommendation to any humble extempore fa- 
vour. 


Ld. Geo. Faith I'm a little out of: 


gentlewomen 


myſelf at preſent : but if your occaſions are not very 
preſſing, I! put you out of a deſpairing condition 
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Pl! carry you behind the ſcenes, and there are ladies of 
all ſorts, coquets, prudes, and virgins ( they ſay), ſerious 
and comical, vocal — and inſtrumental. - 

Mrs. Con. We ſhall find a time, my Lord. 

Miſs Net. I muſt have a friendſhip with him, that's 
poſs. Let me ſee — ay, that will do it. What a 
dear pleaſure it is, to be in what company one will to 
have all the young fellows particular? [Aids. 

Mrs. Con. [To La. Gent. ] I am afraid, madam, we 
interrupt the diverſion of the good company; I heard 
cards call'd for as we came in. 

La. Gent. If you pleaſe then, Sir John, we'll ſtep into 
the next room my Lady Wronglove, we'll expect you. 

[ Fxeunt all but Lady Wronglove and Sir Fr, 

La. Wrong, I'll wait upon your Ladyſhip. | 

Sir Fr. I am ſorry, madam, to find the miſunderſtand- 
ing carried to ſuch extremities. 


La. Wrong, After ſuch uſage, tis impoſlible to live 
with him. 5 

Sir Fr. And have you in your calmer thoughts e'er 
weigh'd the miſerable conſequence of parting ? 

La. Wrong. Twill ſhew the world, at leaſt, I am not 

like the world ; but ſcorn on any terms to endure the 
man that wrongs me. Since, too, he ſtill perſiſts in his 
defiance of my reſentment, what remedy on earth have 
I but parting ? — 
Sir Fr. Is there no cure for wounds but bleeding 
dead ? You'll ſay he has wrong'd you. Grant 
it. That wrong has. been ſeverely puniſh'd in your ſe- 
vere relentment. 

Ld. Wrong. But ſtill it has not cur'd the wrong. 

Sir Fr, Then certainly *twas wrong to uſe it. 

La. Mrong. I've been reduc'd to ule it: nor cou'd I 
bear the looſe, malicious fleerings of the world without 
a juſt reſentment upon him. 

Sir Fr. Nor wou'd I have you bear it——no z 


but diſappoint their empty, faſhionable malice, cloſe up 
this unpr6fitable breach, tis ſtill within your powrr, and 
fix him yet more firmly yours. 


La. Wrong, Alas! tis now too late! We have agreed 
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on other terms: he too, at laſt, is willing we ſhou'd 
part. | 
F Sir Fr. Bury that thought! Come, come, there's 
yet a gentler cure, cou'd you ſyppreſs your temper to 
80 through it: this raſh and fruitleſs ſtruggling with a 
roken limb gives you but more outrageous pain, in- 
flames the wound, and brings your very life of peace 
in danger: think what a glorious conqueſt it wou'd 
be, even in the face of the cenſorious and inſulting 
world, to tame this wanderer, whoſe frail inconſtancy 
has ſought a vain and falſe belief: to lure him home 
with ſoft affection, to lull him into bluſhes, peace, 
and envied happineſs: one word, one tender look ſe- 
cures your triumph: is there no virtue, think you, in 
remiſſion? Nothing perſuaſive in the reproach of pa- 
tient love? 
La. Wrong. I ſee to what your fiiendſhip wou'd per- 
ſuade me; but were it poſſible my flatter'd hopes cou'd 
loſe the memory of my wrongs for ever Say I 
cou'd this moment huſh my woman's pride to all the 
tenderneſs of {oft affection, could figh, could weep, and 
yearn for reconcilement! Where could a wretch, un- 
heeded in her wrongs like me, find ſhelter ? Where is 
the friendly boſom wou'd receive me? How can I hope 
for comfort from that breaſt, that now I fear is hardened 
to my undoing ? 

Sir Fr. | Cheriſh that ſoft'ning thought, and all may 
yet be well. Oh! there's a meritable goodneſs in thoſe 
fears that cannot fail to conquer, Do not ſuppoſe I 
can be partial to his errors, and not a friend to your 
complaints. Reſentment can but at beſt revenge, but 
never redreſs 'em. Repoſe *em with a friend for once, 
and be aſſur'd, as of my honeſty, PII make you no diſ- 
honourable peace. 

La. Wrong. | don't doubt of your fincere endeavours, 
But who can anſwer for another's morals? Think how | 
much more miſerable you make me, ſhou'd he inſult 
upon my patience. 

Sir Fr. By that üncerity you truſt in, I know him 
of a ſofter naturc, friendly, generous, and tender ; only 
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to oppoſition, obſtinately cool; to gentleneſs, ſubmiſſive 
as a lover. 
La. Wrong. Do what you will with me. 
| [ Sits down weeping. 
Sir Fr. He comes! be comſorted ! depend upon my 
friendſhip. 


Enter Lord Wronglove. 


My lord, I grieve to ſee you here on this occaſion. 

Ld. Wrong. I'm not myſelf tranſported at it,. Sir 

Friendly | come—— t'obey my ſummons, 
Sir Fr. How eaſily we pay obedience to our wiſhes ! 
Was it well done, my lord, to work the weakneſs of a 
woman to aſk for what you knew was her undoing? A 
mind, which your unkindneſs had diſtemper'd, deſerv'd 
a tenderer care, than reaching it a corroſive for a cor- 
dial. Your judgment cou'd not but foreſee, the reſolu- 
tion of a love- ſick wife muſt ſtagger in the ſhock of ſe- 
paration. 

Ld. Wrong. Ha! [Lady Wronglove weeping. 

Sir Fr, Look there; and while theſe ſoft'ning tears 
reproach you, think on the long-watch'd, reſtleſs hours, 
ſhe already has endur'd from your miſdoing. Nor cou'd 
you blame her, if in the torturing pain ſhe thought her 
only help was cutting off the infected limb: But you! 
you to hold the horrid knife prepar'd, while your hard 
heart was conſcious of a gentler cure, was cruelty be- 
yond a humane nature. 

I'd. Wrong. Miſtake me not: I need not theſe re- 
proaches to be juſt. I never ſought this ſeparation, 
never wiſh'dit; and when it can be prov'd unkind in me 
to accept it, my ruin ſhou'd as ſoon be welcome. And 
tho”, perhaps, my negligence of temper may have ſtood the 
frowns of love unmov'd, yet [ can find no guard within, 
that can ſupport me againſt its tears, 

[Goes to Lady Wronglove. 

Sir Fr. Now, my lord, you are indeed a man. 

Ld. Vrong. Welcome or not, I mult not fee you 
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thus, madam, without an offer'd hand to raiſe you. 
What 1s't diſturbs you? 

La. Vrong. Nothing. | 

Ld. Wrong. If I can never more deſerve that ſoft re- 
eeption of a lover, give me at leaſt the honeſt freedom 
of a friend's concern, to wiſh you well, to ſearch your 
inmoſt griefs, and ſhare em. 

La. Wrong, I cannot ſpeak to you, 

Sir Fr, My Lord, that tender ſilence tells you all. 

. Ld. Wrong. Too much indeed for ſenſe of ſhame 

to bear Now, I ſhou'd bluſh ever to have deſerv'd 

theſe juſt reproachful tears; but when I think they 

ſpring from the diſſolving rock of ſecret love, I tri- 

umph in the thought; and in this wild irruption of 

4 joy, my parching heart cou'd drink the cordial 
ew. | 

La. Wrong, What means this ſoft effuſion in my 
breaſt ? An aching tenderneſs ne'er felt before! 

Ld. Wrong. I cannot bear that melting eloquence of 
eyes. Yet nearer, cloſer to my heart, and live for ever 
there, Thus blending our diflolving ſouls in dumb 
unutterable ſoftneſs, | 


Sir Fr. Age has not yet ſo drain'd me, but when I. 


fee a tenderneſs in virtue's eye, my heart will ſoften, and 
its ſprings will flow. | 

La. Yrong. Pity this new confuſion of my woman's 
heart, that wou'd (but knows not how to) make returns 
for this endearment ; that fears, yet wiſhes; that burns 
and bluſhes, with my ſex's ſhame in yielding. Can 
you forgive, my Lord, the late uncurb'd expreſſions of a 
diſorder'd mind? But think they were my paſſion's 
fault, and pardon 'em. 

Ld. Wrong. O never! never let us think we diſ- 
agreed! ſince our fick love is heal'd, for ever be its 
cauſe forgotten and remov'd. 

La. Wreng. But let the kind phyſician that reſtor'd us, 
be for ever in our thanks remember'd. Had not his 
tender care obſerv'd the criſis of my diſtemper'd mind, 
how raſhly had I languifh'd out a wretched being! 
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Ld. Wrong, This was indeed beyond a friend —a 
father's care. 

Sir Fr. My Lord, what I have done, your mutual 
peace has over-paid : I knew you both had virtue, and 
was too far concern'd indeed to ſee 'em loft in paſſion. 

Ld. Wrong. If heaven wou'd mark our bounds of hap- 
pineſs below, or human wiſdom were allow'd to chuſe 
from virtue's largeſt ſtore ; in joys, like ours, the need- 
leſs ſearch wou'd end. 

Sir Fr. In ſuch ſoft wives 

La. Wrong. So kind a huſband! 

Ld. Wrong, ——Such a friend! 


Enter Mrs. Conqueſt, and Mi/5 Notable. 


Mrs. Con. I'm all amazement, all rapture, madam ! 
Is't poſſible ſo fair, ſo young a creature, can have ſo juſt, 
lo exquiſite a ſenſe of love. 

Mis Not, Why not ? If J have any ſenſe, tis natural 
to have our firſt views ot happineſs from love. 

Mrs. Con My little ſoul, you charm me? You have 
a mind to pique Lord George, you ſay ? 

Miſs Not To a rapidity !——Yet, methinks, not ſo 
much upon my own account as yours; for his diſhonour- 
able uſage, as I told you, of your ſiſter. And to con- 
vince you of my friendſhip there's his own hand to 
accuſe him of it: Read it.-—Hold ! hold !l-—here's 
my uncle — put it up. 

Mrs. Con. Can't I fteal into your room by and bye? 

Miſs Not. With all my heart Then PII tell you 
more, [ Exit Miſs Notable. 


% 


Enter Sir Friendly. 


Sr. Fr. So, child! you are making way, I ſee! 
What have you got in your hand there ? 

Mrs. Con, Why, young madam tells me 'tis ſome- 
thing under my Lord George's hand, that will convince 
me of his abuſing my ſiſte me. 
dir Fr, Pray read it, 
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Mrs. Con. Reads. ] To Mrs. Conqueſt. 


if you defign to make any Stay in the country, *twill be 
obliging to return the Lampoon you flole from me, is 
being the only Copy from the Face of this Globe to the 
Sky, that is to be had for Malice or Money. I am, 
dear Madam, with all due Extremity., meſt invinci- 
bly yours, BRILLIANT. 


A very tender epiſtle truly. 

Sir Fr. *Tis like the reſt of him. | 

Mrs. Con. I'm glad to find, however, he has good- 
humour enough not to let the little malice of that chit 
fool him, to affroat me; which I find ſhe has been 
_ heartily driving at. | | 
12 Fr. In troth, it ſhews ſome ſenſe of honour in 

m. 

Mrs. Con. Depend upon't, ſir, he does not want it 
upon an honourable occaſion. 

Sir Fr, And *twou'd be hard, indeed, not to make ſome 
allowances for youth. , | 
1 Con, But if I am not even with her young lady- 

ip | 

Sir Fr. Em glad you have ſo innocent a revenge in 
your hands; purſue your addreſſes to her: to make her 
coquetry a little ridiculous, will do her no harm. Well! 
how go affairs within? How is my Lady Gentle like to 
come off with his lordſhip at play? 5 

Mrs. Con. Juſt as I expected: I left her in the laſt 
game of loſing about double the ſum ſhe owes him. 
That fellow, the Count, is certainly his confederate ! 
his going her halves, is only a pretence to look on, and 
ſo, by private figns, to tell my lord. "_y card in her 
hand. 5 

Sir Fr. Not unlikely: What's to be done next? _ 

Mrs. Con. Only, fir, do you engage the company in 
the next room, while I take my poſt. Hark ! they have 
done play I heard the table move: away. | 

Sir Fr, Succeſs to you [Exeunt ſewerally. 
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The SCENE. opening, diſcovers Lord George 
and Lady Gentle rifing from Play. 


Ld. Geo, Have we done, madam. 

La. Gent. I have, my Lord, and l think for ever! 
pleaſe to tell that. Intolerable fortune ! 

[ brows down money. 

Ld. Geo. The Count gone! 

La. Gent. Oh yes, my Lord! he had not patience, 
you ſee—He ran away when the game was ſcarce up. 

Ld. Geo. This bill is his then, 

La. Gent. It was; but its yours now, I ſuppoſe. 

Ld. Geo, Here's forty pounds, madam. 

La. Gent. There's a hundred and fixty. [Gives a bill.) 
What do I owe you now, my Lord ? | 

Ld. Geo. Forty! — a hundred and fixty ! —um— 
juſt one thouſand pounds, madam. + 

La. Gent. Very well! and a thouſand pounds 
more borrow'd this morning! and all fool'd away !—— 


fool'd !l——fooPd away! | [ Fretting, 
Ld. Geo. Oh! does it bite? [ 4/ide. 


La. Gent, O wretch! wreich! miſerable, forſaken 
wreich |! Ay! do! think! think! and ſigh upon the 
conſequence of what thou'ſt done! the ruin! ruin! the 
ſure ruin that's before thee ! 

Ld. Geo. Suppoſe, madam, you try your fortune at 
ſome other game ? | 

La. Gent. Talk not of play 
it for ever, : 

Ld. Geo. I can't ſee you under this confuſion at your 
ill-fortune, madam, without offering all within my 
power to make you eaſy. 

La. Gent. My Lord, I can't be eaſy under an obliga- 
tion, which I have no proſpect of returning. 

Ld. Geo. Come, come! you're not ſo poor as your 
hard fears wou'd make you. There are a thouſand 
triſles in your power to grant, that you wou'd never 
mils; yet a heart leſs Rnfible of your concern than 
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mine, wou'd prize beyond a ten-fold value of your 
* loſſes. 

La. Gent. I'm poor in every thing but folly, and a 
juſt will to anſwer for its miſcarriages. On this, my 
Lord, you may depend: [I'll train my utmoſt to be juſt 
to you. 

Ld. Geo. Alas! you do not know the plenty nature 
has endow'd you with. here's not a tender ſigh that 
heaves that lovely boſom, but might, if given in ſoft 
compaſſion to a lover's pain, releaſe you of the Indies, 
had you loſt 'em. Can you ſuppoſe, that ſordid avarice 
alone has puſh'd my fortune to this height ? Was the 
poor lucre of a little pelf, worth all this wild extrava- 
gance of hazard | have run? Give me at leaſt a view 
more generous, tho? lefs ſucceſsful ; and think, that all 
Pve done was, in your greateſt need, to prove myſelf 

ur firmeſt friend. 

La. Gent. My Lord, 'twou'd now be affectation not 
to underſtand you. But I'm concern'd, that you ſhou'd 
think, that Fortune ever cou'd reduce me to ſtand the 
hearing of a diſhonourable thought from any man; or, 
if I cou'd be won to folly, at leaſt I wou'd make a gift, 
and not a bargain of my heart: therefore, if the work 
muſt be, I'll own the ſum, and Sir FVilliam ſhall pay it 
on demand. | 

Ld. Geo. [ Aide. ] Shall he? I know what will become 
of your Ladyſhip=- Yeu may flounce, and run away with 
my line, if you pleaſe ; but you will find at the end of 
it a lovely bearded hook, that will ſtrangely perſuade you 
to come back again A debt of two thouſand pounds 
is not ſo ealily flipt out of. 

La. Gent. Now, my Lord, if, after all I've ſaid, you 


have honour enough to do a handſome thing, and not 


let him know of it. 
Ld. Geo. Oh! do you feel it madam ? [ Afede. 
La. Gent. Tis but being a better houſewife in pins; 
and if a hundred pounds a quarter of that will tatisfy 


you, till the whole's paid, you may depend upon't: 2 


little more prudence, and a winter or two in the. coun- 
try, will ſoon recover it. 
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Ld. Geo. Preſs me not with ſo unkind a thought. To 
drive you from the town, ere you have ſcarce run 
through half the diverſions of it, wou'd be barbarous 
indeed. 

La. Gent. Wou'd I had never ſeen it! 

Ld. Geo. Since Iſee, madam, how much you dread an 
obligation to me, ſay, I cou'd find the means to free 
you of this debt, without my obliging you; nay, with» 
out a poſſibility of your loſing more: I wou'd even, un- 
thank*d relieve you. 

La. Gent. That's a propoſal I can't comprehend, my 
Lord. | 

Ld. Geo. I'll make it more engaging yet: for give 
but a promiſe you'll weigh the offer in one moment's 
thought before you anſwer to it; and in return, by all 
my heart's laſt bleeding hopes, I ſwear, that even your 
refuſal then ſhall ſilence my offenſive love, and ſeal its 
lips tor ever, 

La. Gent. I think, my Lord, on that condition, I 
may hear you. 

Id. Geo, Thus then I offer I'll tally to you on one 
ſingle card; which if your fortune wins, the ſums you 
owe me then ſhall all be quit, and my offenſive hopes 
of love be dumb for ever: If I win, thoſe ſums ſhall ſtill 
be paid you back, with this reſerve, that I have then 
your ſilent leave to hope. 

La. Gent. My Lord 

Ld. Geo. I beg you do not anſwer yet Conſider, 
firſt, this offer ſhuts out my very humbleſt hope from 
merit, is certain to recover all you've loſt, with equal 
chance, to rid you of (I fear) a hateful lover; and 
0 at worſt, makes it your avoidleſs fortune io endure 

im. 

La. Gent. A bold and artful bait indeed! A lde. 

Ld. Geo. I've done; and leave you to the moment's 
paule you promis'd. | 

La Gent, [ Aſide.] A certainty to quit the ſums I 
owe! A chance with it, to rid me of his ailaulting 
love! A bleſt deliverance indeed! But then the lot 
is equal too, of being oblig'd to give him hope, my 
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ſecret, conſcious leave to love — That thought imbit- 
ters all again: tis horrid, loathſome, and my diſeaſe lef* 
formidable than ſuch a cure. Why do J hold it in a mo- 
ment's thought? Be bold, and tell him ſo; for while! 
pauſe, he hopes in ſpite of me. Hold 

Ld Geo. Ay! think a little better on't. [ Afide, 

La. Gent. [Afide.) To do it raſhly, may incenſe him 
to my ruin: he has it in his power. He may demand my 
lolings of my huſband's honour ; who, tho? *twill make 
his fortune bleed to do't, I'm ſure will pay em. Two 
thouſand pounds, with what Pve lately loſt, might ſhock 
the meaſure of a larger income. What face muſt I ap- 
pear with then, whoſe ſhameful conduct is the cauſe 
on't? The conſequence of that muſt, like an inward 
canker, feed upon our future quiet! His former, friend- 
ly confidence muſt wear a face of firangeneſs to me: 
His eaſe of thought, his chearful ſmiles, with all the 
thouſand hoarded pleaſures of his indulgent love, are 
loſt : then loſt for ever! Inſupportable dilemma ! What 
will become of me ? 

Ld. Geo. [Aſide.] Ah! poor lady! it's a hard tug 
indeed; but by the grace of neceſſity, virtue may get 
over it. | | 

La. Gent. [ Aſide.] If ſome women had this offer now, 
they'd make a trifle of the hazard ! Nay, even of their 
loſing it. 


Ld. Geo. [A/ide.] Well ſaid! take courage 


There's nothing in it- it's a good round ſum—halt 
ready money too think of that Suppoſe I ſhou'd 
touch the cards a little, 

La. Gent. [A4fide.) Hope! he hopes already from 
his offer: but then he offers me the means to kill it 
too! Say he ſhou'd win, he takes that hope but from 
his fortune, not my virtue! Beſide——am ] ſo ſure to 
loſe? Is't in his fate that he muſt ever win? Why 
ſhan't I rather think, that Providence has brought me 
to this ſtreſs, only to ſet follies dreadful in my view, 
and reaches now, at laſt, its hand to ſave and warn me 
on the precipace ? —-It muſt— it is my flat- 
tering hope will have it ſo . —Impoſſible ſo critical 3 
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chance can loſe — My fancy ſtrengthens on the thought, 
my heart grows bold, and bids me venture. 

Ld. Geo. Shall! deal, madam ?—or 

La. Gent, Quick, quickly then, and take me while 
my courage can ſupport it. [He ſhuffles the cards] Forgive 
me, Virtue, if I this ence depend on fortune to relieve 
thee. 

Ld. Geo. Then fortune for the bold - I've dealt 
'Tis fix'd for one of us. 5 

La. Gent. There. [ She ſets upon the king, 

Ld. Geo. Ihe king !— 'tis mine. 

[ Lord George tallies, and Lady Gentle /o/es. 

La. Gent. DiltraQion ! madneſs madneſs only 
can relieve me now 

Ld Geo. Soh! my venture is arriv'd at laſt 
Now to unlade it. Theſe bills, madam, now are yours 
again. [Lays em down.) But why this hard, mind con- 
cern? Be jaſt at leaſt, and don't, in theſe reluctant 
tears, drown all the humble hopes that fortune has be- 
queath'd me: or if they preſs too rude and ſudden for 
their welcome, chide 'em but gently ; they are ſoft as 
infant-wiſnes, one tender word will huſh them into 
whiſoers. | 

La, Gent. Thus with low ſubmiſſion, on my knees, 
I beg for pity of my fortune! Oh ſave me! ſave me 
from your cruel power: Pity the hard diſtreſſes of a 
trembling wretch, whom folly has betray'd to ruin! 
Oh! think not I can ever ſtain my virtue, and preſerve 
my ſenſes! For while I think, my ſhrinking heart will 
Mudder at the horror: this trembling band will wither 
in your touch, or end me in diſtraction. If you've a . 
humane ſoul, oh yet be greatly good, and ſave me from 1 
eternal ruin! i 

Ld. Geo. Theſe bug-bear terrors, (Pray be raiſed—— 

La. Gent, Oh never!) 
Id. Geo, Which inexperience forms, wou'd vaniſh 
in a moment's juſt or generous thought: And fince 
the right of torzune has decreed me hope, your 
word, your faith, your honour ſtands engag'd to pay 
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Enter a 5 bluntly, with a Letter. 


Strang. Lady. 

La. Gent. Ah! 

I'd. Geo. How now! what's the meaning of this ? 

Strang. I have ſworn to deliver this into your hands, 
tho” I ſhou'd find you at your prayers. 

La, Gent. Who are you, Sir ? 

Strang. Nobody. 

La. Gent, Whence come you ? 

Strang. From nobody. Good- bye. | Exit, 

Ld. Geo. Fire and furies ! what a ridiculous interrup- 
tion is this ? = 

La. Gent. Pm amaz'd. 


LG. Geo. What can it mean? | } 
La. Gent. Ha! what's here ? Bank bills of two thou- 
ſand pounds! The very ſums I've loſt l=—=No advice! b 
Not a line with em! No matter whence they came! 
rom no enemy, I'm ſure ; better owe 'em any where, b 
than here. y 
Ld. Geo, I fancy, Madam, the next room were—— 00 
were ſl 
La. Gent. No, my Lord——our accounts now need p 
no privacy — there's your two thouſand pounds, m 
Ld. Go. What mean you, Madam. to 
La. Gent. Lo be as vou wou'd have me, juſt, and pay W 
my debts of honour : tor thoſe that you demand againk 
my honour, by the known laws of play are void : where ſal 
honour cannot win, honour can never loſe. And now, {1 
my Lord, *tis time to leave my folly, and its danger— hs 
Fare you well. in 
Ld. Geo. Hold, madam, our ſhort account is not made ho 
even yet: yet your tears indeed might fool me into pity, for 
but this unfair deſiance never can: Since you wou'd 
poorly falſify your word, you've nothing but your ſex to i 


d you now ; and all the favour that you now can 
hope is, that [Il give your virtue even its laſt excuſe, 
and force you to be juſt, | | 


La. Cent. Ah! 
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Enter Mrs. Conqueſt with her favord drawn, 


Mrs. Cen. Hold, fir ! Unhand the lady. 

Ld. Geo. Death! again! [Dram vs. 

Mrs. Con. My Lord, this is no place to uſe our ſwords 
in; this lady's preſence may ſheath 'em here without 
diſhonour. Your pardon, madam, for this rude intru- 
ſion, which your protection, and my own injur'd honour 
have compell'd me to. 

Ld. Geo. Let me adviſe you, fir, to have more regard 
to this lady's honour, than to ſuppoſe my being inno- 
cently here at cards, was upon the leaſt ill thought 
againſt it. 

Mrs. Con. My Lord, that's anſwer'd, in owning I 
have over-heard every word you have ſaid this half hour. 

Ld. Geo. The devil! he loves her ſure! Vou are to 
be found, ſir 85 

Mrs. Con. Oh! my Lord, I ſhall not part with you; 
but I have firſt a meſſage to you from my ſiſter, which 
you mult anſwer inſtantly: not but I know her pride 
contemns the baſeneſs you have us'd her with; for which 
ſhe'd think, perhaps, your diſappointment here an over- 
paid revenge: but there's a jealous honour in our fa- 
mily, whole injuries are above the feeble ſpirit of a girl 
to puniſh ; that lies on me to vindicate, and calls for 
warmer reparation. Follow me. | 

La. Gent, Good fir !=—-My Lord, I beg for pity's 
ſake, compoſe this breach ſome milder way If blood 
ſhou'd follow on your going hence, what mult the world 
report of me? my fame's undone for ever. Let me 
intreat you, fir, be pacify'd; My Lord will think of 
honourable means. to right your ſiſter My Lord, 
for mercy's ſake 

Ld. Geo. Your pardon, madam, honour muſt be free 
before it can repair: compulſion ftains it into coware 
dice Away, fir——I follow you. 4% 

([Exeunt Lord George and Mrs, Conqueſt, 

La, Gent. Oh miſerable wretch ! Te what a ſure de- 

ſtruction has thy folly brought thee ! l 
Voi, H. N 
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Enter Sir F riendly Moral. 


Sir Fr. Dear madam, what's the matter? I heard 
high words within; no harm, I hope? 

1 Gent. Murder, I fear, if not prevented; my Lord 
George and Sir John Congueſt have quarrell'd, and are 

one out this moment in their heat to end it. 

Sir Fr, How ! 

La. Gent. I beg you, fir, go after em; ſhou'd there 
be miſchief, the world will certainly report, from falſe 
appearances, that I'm the cauſe. 

Sir Fr. Don't think fo, madam ; I! uſe my beſt en- 
deavour to prevent it; in the mean time, take hced 
your diſorder don't alarm the company within. 
Which way went they ? 

La. Gent, That door, Sir. [Exit Sir Friendly. ] Who's 
there? [Enter a Servant.) Run quick, and ſee if the 

arden- door in the Park be lock'd———-[ Exit Ser want.] 
Now ſtrict a guard ſhou'd virtue keep upon its inno- 
cence! How dangerous, how faithleſs are its lawful 
pleaſures, when habitual ! This vice of play, that has, 
I fear, undone me, appear'd at firſt a harmleſs ſafe 
amuſement; but, ſtealing into habit, its greateſt ha- 
zards grew ſo familiar, that even the face of ruin loſt 
its terror to me. Oh reflection! how I ſhudder at 
thee! The ſhameful memory of what I have done this 
night will live with me tor ever. 


Re-enter Servant, 


Serv. Madam, the garden-door was wide open, 
La. Gent. Did you hear no noiſe or buſtle in the 


- Park? 


Serv. No, madam, [ Exit Servant, 
La. Gent, They're certainly gone out that way, and 
Sir Friendly mut miſs of 'em Oh wretch ! wretch! 


that ſtood'ſt the forcmoſt in the rank of prudent, bappy 


wives, art now become the branded mark of infamy and 
[ Exit, 


ſhame. 
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SCENE. changes to the Park, 


Enter Lord George. 


Ld. Geo. So, I think we've loſt the fellows that ob- 
ſerv'd» us; and if my gentleman's ſtomach holds, now 
Pra at leiſure to entertain him. Death ! Was ever glo- 
rious hope ſo inveterately diſappointed ? To bring her to 
the laſt ſtake ; to have her fait upon my hook, nay, in 
my hand; and, after all, to have her whip through my 
fingers like an eel, was the very impudence of Fortune, 
— hat! not come yet! He has not thought better 
on't, I hope——1t's a lovely clear moon = wiſh it 


does not ſhine through ſomebody preſently. 
Enter four F ellows at a diſtance. 


1ſt Fel. Stand cloſe; ſoftly, and we have hin 
By your leave, fir. [They ſeize him. 

Ld. Geo. So! here's like to be no ſport to-night, 
then— l'm taken care of, I ſee—— Nay, pray, gen- 
tlemen, you need not be ſo boiſterous | am ſenſible 
we are prevented. 
2d Fel. Damn your ſenſe, fir. [Trips up his heels. 

1ſt Tel. Blood, ſir, make the leaſt noiſe, I'll ſtick you 
to the ground, 

Ld. Geo. I beg your pardon, gentlemen ; I find I am 
miſtaken ; I thought you had only come to preſerve my 
perſon, but I find *tis my purſe you have a paſſion for 
—— You're in the wrong pocket, upon my faith, fir, / 

1ſt Fel. Pull off his breeches, make ſure work; over 
his heels with *em, that's the ſhorteſt way. | 

Ld. Geo. With ſubmiſſion, ſir, there's a ſhorter 
and if you pull off my ſkin, you won't find another fiix- 
pence in the inſide on't. 

2d Fel. What's this? = 

Ld. Geo. Only a table-book ; you don't deal in paper, 4 
I preſume ? | > | 

iſt Fel. Rot your paper, ſir, we'll truſt no man! 


N 2 


Money down's our buſineſs. 
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Enter Mrs. Conqueft, 


Mrs. Con. How now, gentlemen, what are you do- 
ing here ? 

Ld. Geo. Only borrowing a little money, fir ; the gen- 
tlemen will be gone preſently. 

. an 8. B x8 you, you baſtardly beau, get about your 
buſineſs or lay hold on him, Fack—— 

Mrs. Con. Me! Raſcal———Look you, dog 
releaſe that gentleman quick Give him his ſword 
again this minute or [ Preſents a piſtl. 

Ld. Geo. And my money, I beſeech you, fir. 

1ſt Fel. Blood! Stand him, Jack. Five to one he 
don't kill. The dog has a good coat-on, and may 
have money in his pocket. 

2d Fel. Drop your piltol, fir, or, ſpill my blood! Pl! 
ſtick you. ; | 

Mrs. Con. Do you brave me, villains ?—Have at you, 

* [ She preſents, and miſſes fire, 
1ſt Fel. Oh ho! Mr. Bully, have we met with you? 


Come on, fir — there, ſir, that will do, I 
believe. [Two of them ſecure Lord George. 
zd Fel, What, is he down ? Strip him, | 
| [They puſh, ſhe falls. 
2d Fel. No, rot him, he's not worth it let's 
bruſh off. [ Exit. 
Ld. Geo. Barbarous dogs! How is it, Sir? 
Mrs. Con. I'm kill'd —— I fear the wound's quite 


through me. 

Ld. Geo. Mercy forbid ! Where 1s't ? 

Mrs. Con Oh! don't touch me—T beg you call for 
help, or any one to witneſs that my laſt words confeſs 
you guiltleſs of this accident. | 

La. Geo. This generous reproach has more thay 
vanquiſh'd me | think I fee a chair in the Mal 
—— Chair! chair! They come Believe me, 
fir, I have ſo juſt a ſenſe of your misfortune, and your 
honour, that wy full heart now bleeds with ſhame to 
i nk how groſſy I have wrong'd you in your filters 
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goodneſs: but if you live, che future ſtudy of my life 
ſhall be with utmoſt reparation to deſerve your friend- 
ſhip. | — 

Enter Chairmen. 


Chair. Here: Who calls chair? 

Ld. Geo. Here, friend, help up this gentleman, he's 
wounded by ſome foot-pads, that juſt now ſet upon us 
m—— 8 ftly Carry him to Sir William Gentle's in 
— in 

Chair. I know it very well, Sir. | 

[ Exeunt Chairmen with Mrs. Conqueſt. 

I'd. Geo, Make haſte, while I run for a ſurgeon. 
Death! how this misfortune ſhocks and alters me! 


The SCENE changes to Lady Gentle's. 
Enter Miſs Notable. [ Alone.] 


Miſs Not. So, my plot takes, I find the family's in a 
terrible confuſion : Sir John has certainly call'd him to 
an account for the letter I gave him———-If the town 
does not allow me the reputation of this quarrel [ 
have very hard fortune. Lord! what a mortified 
creature will poor Mrs. Congueſt be when ſhe hears, in 
the loneſome country, that her own brother has fought 
with her only lover for his offers of love to me? Dear 
ſoul ! what muſt it think, when ſuch a raw unfit thing 
as I, gives ſuch a great creature as ſhe ſo unexpected a 
confuſion ? She can't take it ill ſure, if one ſhould ſmile 
when one ſees her next! 


Enter to her Mrs. Hartſhorn crying. 


Mrs. Hart/. Oh, dear madam ! ſad news. 

Miſs Vet. What's the matter? 

Mrs. Har. My Lord George has kill'd Sir Jobn 
Conqueſt. 1 

Miſs Not, Oh heavens! Upon what account! Art 
ſure he's kill'd? Didſt ſee him dead! 
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Mrs. Hari/. No, madam, he's alive yet: they've 
juſt brought him in a hackney chair; but they fay the 
dach quite through his body: Oh! ' tis a ghaſtly 
t 
SiG Net. Malicious fortune! Had it been t'other's 
fate, I cou'd have borne it. To take from me the only 
life I ever really lov'd, is inſupportable. 
Mrs. Harti. Won't your ladyſhip ge in and ſee him, 
madam ? 
Miſs Net. Prithee leave me to my griefs alone. 
Mrs. Hari. Ah! poor gentleman [Exit 
Miſs Net, Pretty creature ! I muſt fee him but 
it ſhall be in an undreſs it will be proper, at leaſt, 
to give my concern the advantage of as much diſorder 
as 1 can, ; [Exit 


The SCENE drawing, diſcovers Mrs. Con- 
queſt in an Arm'd-Cbhair, with Lady Gentle, 
Lord Wronglove, Lady Wronglove, and 
Servants about her, 


Mrs. Con, No ſurgeon yet ? 
Ld. Wrong. Here's my Lord Geerge, and I believe the 
ſurgeon with him. | 


Enter. Lord George, Sir Friendly, and Surgeon. 


Ld. Gee. Come, ſir, pray be quick, there's your pa- 
tient. How is it, fir ? 5 

Mrs. Con, Oh! 

Sir Fr. Twas not in my fortune, madam, to prevent 
this accident, [To Laay Gentle, 
Sur. By your leave, fir—— Your coat mult come off, 
Sir. | 

Mrs. Con. Hold ! — Hark you, Sir. 
| I hiſpers the Surgeen, 
Sur. I am ſurpriz'd indeed A woman! but dont 
oa uneaſy, madam, I ſhall have all due ragard to ycur 
ex. a ä 

Omnes. A woman 
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Ld. Geo. Ha! 


Mrs. Con. To raiſe your wonder, ladies, equal to 
your pity, know then, I am not what I ſeem, the injur'd 
brother of Mrs. Congue; but ſhe, ' herſelf, the feeble 
champion of my own deſpair. | | 

Ld. Geo. Diſtraction 

La. Gent. Oh my fatal folly! what ruin art thou now 
the cauſe of ? 

La. Wrong, Poor unhappy creature ! 

Ld. Vreng. What have you done, my Lord? 

Ld. Geo, Oh blind beſotted ſenſe! Not by a thou- 
ſand pointing ci:cumſtances to fore-know this ſecret, 
and prevent its conſequence! How ſhall I look on 
her ? 

Sur. No hopes, indeed, Sir. 

Sir Fr. Take heed Art ſure *tis mortal ? 

Sur. Sir, 'tis impoſible ſhe can live three hours: 
The beſt way will be to convey the Lady to bed, and 
let her take a large doſe of opium: all tbe helps I 
_ give her, is the hopes of her going off in her 

eep. 

La. Gent. [ Mecping.] Oh piteous creature! 

Ld. Wrong. A heart ſo generous, indeed, deſerv'd a 
kinder fate. 

Ld. Geo. [Throwing him/ If at Mrs. Conqueſt's feet.] 
Oh pardon, 1njur'd goodneſs! pardon the ungrateful 
follies of a thoughtleſs wretch, that burns to be for- 
given! Cou'd I have e'er ſuppos'd your generous ſoul 
had ſet at half this fatal price my tendereſt vows, how 
gladly laviſh had I paid *em to deſerve ſuch virtue 

Mrs. Con. My death, my Lord, 1s not half ſo terri- 
ble, as the wide wound this raſh attempt muſt give my 
bleeding reputation. 

Ld. Geo. To cure that virgin fear, this moment 
I conjure you, then, before your lateſt breath forſakes 
you, let the pronouncing prieſt, in ſacred union of our 
hands, unite our honour too, and in this full reduction 
of my vanquiſh'd heart filence all envious queſttons on 
your fame for ever. 

N 4 
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Mrs. Con, *Twou'd be, I own, an eaſe in death, to 
give me the excuſe of dying honourably yours. 

Ld. Geo. My Lord, your cheplain's near; I beg he 
may be ſent for. 

Ld. Wrong. This minute 

La. Vrong. An honourable, tho* unfortunate amends, 

Mrs. Con. We have ſeen happier hours, my Lord; 
but little thought our many chearful evenings wou'd have 
ſo dark a night to end 'em. 

La. Gent. Mournful indeed ! 

Ld. Geo. How gladly wou'd I pay down future life to 
purchaſe back one paſt, one fatal hour! 

Mrs. Con. Is't poſſible! 

Ld. Geo. What! 

Mrs. Con, The world ſhou'd judge, my Lord, ſo 
widely of your heart, that only what was groſly ſenſual 
cou'd affect it : —— Now, Sir, [To Sir Friendly.] what 
think yoa? With all this headſtrong wildneſs of a 
youthful heat, one moment's thought, you ſee, produces 
love, compaſſion, tenderneſs and honour : and now, my 
Lord, to let you ſee *twas not my intereſt, but innocent 
revenge, that made me thus turn champion to my ſex's 
honour ; fince by this juſt expoling the weakneſs of your 
inconſtancy, I hae reduc'd: you fairly to confeſs the 
power of honourable love; I thus releaſe you of the 
chain: for, know, I am as well in health as ever. 

| [Malls from the chair, 

Ld. Geo. Ha! [ Zoyfully ſurprix d. 

Mrs. Con. And if the darling pleaſures of abandon'd 
liberty have yet a mote prevailing charm, you now again 
are free; return and revel in the tranſport. 

Ld. Geo. Is there a tranſport under heav'n like this? 

La. Gent. Oh bleſt deliverance ! | 

Ld. Vrong. Surprizing change! 

La. Wrong. No wound nor danger then at laſt ! 

Mrs. Con. All! all! in every circumſtance I've done 
this night, my wound, the robbery, the Surgeon, (here's 
one can witneſs) all was equally diſſembled as my per- 
ſon. | 
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Ld. Geo. Is't poſſible? 
Ld. Wrong, The moſt conſummate bite, my Lord, 


that ever happen'd in all the circumſtances of human 
nature, 


Ld. Geo. Oh! for a firain of thought to out-do this 
ſpiteful virtue. 

Ld. Wrong. Why, faith, my Lord, 'twas ſmartly 
handſome, not to cheat you into marriage, when *twas 
ſo provokingly in her power. 

Mrs. Con. If you think it worth your revenge, my 
Lord Come! for once 1'1] give your vanity leave 
to humble my pride, and laugh in your turn at the nota- 
ble ſtir | have made about you. 

Ld. Geo. Since you provoke me then, prepare to 
ſtart, and tremble at my revenge I will not 
only marry thee this inſtant, but the next ſpiteful mo- 
ment inſolently bed thee too, and make ſuch ravenous 
havock of thy beauties, that thou ſhalt call in vain for 


mercy of my power. Ho! within there! call the chap- 
lain. 


Mrs. Con. Hold, my Lord! 

Ld. Geo. Nay, no reſiſtance 
fury thou haſt rais'd, I'll do't. | 

Mrs. Con. This is down-right violence My 
Lord Wronglove [ Siru'gling, 

La. Wrong. Don't be concern'd, madam, he never 
does any harm in theſe fits. 

Mrs. Con. Have-you no ſhame ? 

Ld. Geo. By earth, ſeas, air, and by the FOE” im- 
pudence of ſubſtantial darkneſs, I am fix'd! 

Mrs. Con, Will no one help me ?-—Sir Friendly ! 

Sir Fr. Not ], in troth, madam, think his revenge 
is a very honeſt one. 

Ld. Geo. Confeſs me victor, or expect no merey: 
Not all the adamantine rocks of virgin coyneſs, not all 
your trembling, ſighs, prayers, threats, Fami, Or 
tears ſhall ſave you. Oh tranſport of devouring joy ! 

[ Cloſely embracing ber. 

Mrs. Con. Oh !=——Quarter ! Quarter | Oh ſpare my 
perriwig! 

N 5 


by the tranſporting 
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Ld. Wrong. Victoria! Victoria! The town's our own. 

Sir Fr. Fairly won indeed, my Lord! 

Td. Geo. Sword in hand, by Jupiter — And now, 
madam, | put myſelf into garriſon for life. i 

Mrs. Con. Oh! that won't be long l'm ſure; for 
you've almoſt kill'd me. c 

Ld. Geo. I warrant you, moderate exerciſe will bring 
you to your wind again, | 

Mrs. Con. [ Aſide.] Well! people may ſay what they 
will; but upon ſome occaſions, an agreeable impudence 
ſaves one a world of impertinent confuſion. 

Ld. Geo. And now, madam, to let you ſee you have 
as much ſubdu'd my follies as my heart — Firſt, let 
me humbly aſk a p:rlon for offences. Here 
[To Lady Gentle] theſe ſums, madam, I now muſt own, 
to ſerve my ſhameful ends, were all unfairly won of you 
which ſince I never meant to keep, I thus reſtore, and 
with *em give a friendly warning of your too mix'd a 
company in play. | 

La. Gent. My Lord, I thank you—— and ſhall hence- 
forth ſtudy to deſerve the providence that ſav'd me 
If I miſtake not too, I have ſome bills that call for reſti- 
tution, Here, [To Mrs. Con. ] no one cou'd, Pm ſure, 
be more concern'd to ſend 'em. Friendſhips conceal'd 
are double obligations. | 

Mrs. Con. I ſent 'em to relicve you, madam ; but ſince 
your danger has no farther need of em 

8 [Takes the bills, 

Sir Fr. Now, child, I claim your promiſe; here 

comes another of your ſmall accounts that is not made 


up yet. | 
Mrs. Con. Fear not, Sir, I'll pay it to a ſcruple, 


Enter Miſs Notable weeping, in a Night-dreſs. 
wo | 


_ Miſs Net. Oh where's this mournful fight ! Your par- 
don, ladies, if my intruding tears confeſs the weakneſs 
of a harmleſs paſſion, that now *twould be ungrateful to 
onceal : Had I not lov'd too well, this fatal accident 
had neyer been, | 
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Mrs. Con. Well! don't be concern'd, dear madam, 
for the worſt part of the accident 1s, that I am found at 
laſt, it ſeems, to be no more fit for a wife, than as I told 
you, you were tor a huſband, 

Miſs Not. Ha! In confuſion. 

Mrs. Con. Not but I had ſome thoughts of marrying 
you t o; then I fancy'd you'd ſoon be uneaſy under the 
cold comforts of petticoats ſo——T don't know 
the good company has even perſuaded me to pull of my 
breeches, an marry Lord George. 

Miſs Net. Marry'd! baie man! Is this the proof of your 
indifference to Mrs. C:nqueſt ? [Afae to Ld, George. 

Ld. Geo. Tis not a 1 yet indeed but I be- 
lieve I ſhall marry her to-night; and then you know, my 
life, I am in a fair way to it. 

Miſs Net. Jeer'd by him too! PII lock myſelf up in 
ſome dark room, and never ſee the world again. [Exir. 

La. Wrong. [To Ld. Wrong.] Was ſhe, that creature 
then, the litile wicked cauſe of my diſquiet ? How 
ridiculous have you made my jealouſy ? Farewel the 
folly and the pain, 

Ld. Wrong. Farewel the cauſe of it for ever. 

La. Gent. | To Sir Fr.] The Count, fay you, his accom- 
plice ! How I tremble ! But I have done with i for life; 
ſuch ruinous hazards need no ſecond warning. 

Ld. Geo. I fancy, nuncle, I begin to make a very ridi- 
culous figure here, and have given myſelf the air of more 
hbooſeneſs than I have been able to come up to. 

Mrs. Con. I'm afraid that's giving yourſelf the air of 
more virtue than you'll be able to come up to. 
But however, ſince I can't help it, I had as good truſt 

ou. 
: Ld. Geo. And when I wrong that truſt, may you de- 
ceive me. 

Sir Fr. And now a laſting happineſs to all. 

[Coming forward to the audiences 


Let thoſe that here, as in a mirror, ſee 

7 boſe follies, and the dangers they have run, 

Be cheaply warn'd, and think theſe A their own. 
N 6 
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KING Henry the Sixth, Mr. 
Edward, Prince of Wales, Mr, 
Richard, Duke of York, Mr. 
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Herry, Farl of Richmond, Mr, 
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Elizabeth, Reli& of Edward the 
Fourth, 
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Prince of Wales, 
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Ryan. 
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Will. Wilks, 
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Higginſon, 


5 Mrs. Porter. 


Mrs. Horton. 
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THE 
TRAGICAL HISTORY 
OF 


King RICHARD III. 


2 . 
SCENE à Garden in the Tower. 


Enter Licutenant and Servant, 


ning? 
Serv. No, Sir, but it is near his hour. 
Lieut. At any time when you ſee him here, 
Let no ſtranger into the garden 
I wou'd not have him ſtar'd at——See, who's that 


Lieut, H' S King Henry walk'd forth this morn- 


Now ent'ring at the gate? [Knocking within, 
Serv, Sir, the Lord Stanley 
Lieut. Leave me [ Exit Serv. 


Enter Lord Stanley. 


4 
My noble Lord, you're welcome to the Tower ; 

I heard laſt night you late arriv'd with news 

Of Edavard's victory to his joyful queen. 

Stanley. Yes, Sir, and I am proud to be the man 
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That firſt brought home the laſt of civil broils; 
The houſes now of York and Lancaſter, 
Like bloody brothers fighting for birth-right, 
No more ſhall wound the parent that wou'd part 'em : 
Edward now fits ſecure on England's throne, - 
_ = Near Tewkſbury, my Lord, I think they 
ought; | 
Has 1 loſt any men of note? 
Stanley, Sir, L was poſted home 
Ere an account was taken of che ſlain; 
But as I left the field, a proclamation 
From the king was made in ſearch of Edward, 
Son to your priſoner, King Henry the Sixth, 
Which gave reward to thoſe diſcover'd him, 
And him his life, if he'd ſurrender, _. 
Lieut. That brave young priace, I fear's unlike his 
father, 
Too high of heart to brook ſubmiſſive life: 
This will be heavy news to Henry's ear, 
For on this battle's caſt his all was ſet. 
Stanley. King Henry and ill- fortune are familiar; 
He ever threw with an indifferent hand, 
But never yet was known to loſe his patience. 
How does he-paſs the time in his confinement ? 
Lieut. As one whole wiſhes never reach'd a crown; 
The king ſeems dead in him but as a man 
He fighs ſometimes in want of liberty: 
Sometimes he reads, and walks, and wiſhes 
That fate had bleſt him with an humbler birth, 
Not to have felt the falling from a throne. 
Stanley. Were it not poſſible to ſee this king ? 
They ſay he'll freely talk with Edward's friends, 


And even treats them with reſpe& and honour. 


Lieut. 'This 1s his uſual time of walking forth 
(For he's allow'd the freedom of the garden) 
After his morning prayer ; he ſeldom fails ; 
Behind his arbour we unſeen may ſtand 
A while to obſerve him. [They retire: 
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Enter King Henry in mourning. 


K. Henry. By this time the deciſive blow is ſtruck; 
Either my queen and fon are bleſs'd with victory, 
Or i'm the cauſe no more of civil broils. 
Wou'd I were dead, if Heav'n's good will were ſo, 
For what is in this world but grief and care? 
What noiſe and buſtle do kings make to find it? 
When life's hut a ſhort chace, our game content, 
Which moſt purſu'd, is moſt compell'd to fly; 
And he that mounts him on the ſwifteſt hope, 
Shall often run his courſer to a ſtand ; 
While the poor peaſant from ſome diftant hill, 
Undanger'd and at caſe, views all the ſport, 
And ſees content take ſhelter in his cottage, 
Stanley, He ſeems extremely mov'd, 
Lieut, Does he know you ? 
Stanley. No, nor wou'd I have him. 
Lieut. We'll ſhew ourſelves. [T hey come forward. 
K. Henry, Why, there's another check to proud am- 
bition; 
That man receiv'd his charge from me, and now 
I'm his priſoner he locks me to. my reſt, 
Such an unlcok'd-for change who cou'd ſuppoſe, 
That ſaw him kneel to kiſs the hand that rais'd him? 
But that I ſhou'd not now complain of, 
Since I to that, 'tis poſſible, may owe 
His civil treatment of me. *Morrow, Lieutenant, 
Is any news arriv'd ? Who's that with you ? 
Lieut. A gentleman that came laſt night expreſs 
From Tewt/bury. We've had a battle. 
K. Henry. Comes he to me with letters, or advice ? 
Lieut. Sir, he's King Edward's officer, your foe. 
K. Henry. Then he won't flatter me—— You're wel- 
come, fir; | 
Not leſs becauſe you are King Edward's friend, 
For I have almoit learn'd myſelf to be fo; 
Cou'd I but once forget I was a king, 
I might be truly happy, and his ſubjeR.. 
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You've gain'd a battle; is't not ſo? | 
Stanley, We have, fir; how, will reach your ear 
too ſoon. 
K. Henry. If to my loſs, it can't too ſoon — — pray 
ſpeak, | 
For fear makes miſchief greater than it is. 
My queen ! My fon! Say, fir, are they living ? 
Stanley. Since my artival, fir, another poſt 
Came in, which brought us word your queen and ſon 
Were priſoners now at Tewiftury. | 
K. Henry, Heaven's will be done! The hunters have 
'em now, | | 
And I have only ſighs and prayers to help 'em. 
Stanley. King Edward, fir, depends upon his ſword, 
Yet prays heartily, when the battle's won; 
And ſoldiers love a bold and active leader, 
Fortune, like women, will be cloſe purſu'd : 
The Engliſh are high mettled, fir, and 'tis 
No eaſy part to fit em well King Edward 
Feels their temper, and *twill be hard to throw him. 
K. Henry. Alas! 1 thought 'em men, and rather 
hop'd 
To win their hearts by mildneſs than ſeverity. 
My ſoul was neyer form'd for cruelty : 
In my eyes juſtice has ſeem'd bloody; 
When on the city gates I have beheld 
A traltor's quarters parching in the ſun, 
My blood has — with horror at the ſight; 
1 took em down, and bury'd with his limbs 
The memory of the dead man's deeds——perhaps 
That pity made me look leſs terrible, 
Giving the mind of weak rebellion ſpirit ; 
For kings are put in truſt for all mankind, 
And when themſelves take injuries, who is ſafe ? 
If fo, I have deſerv'd theſe frowns of fortune. 


Enter Servant. 


Serwy. Sir, here's a gentleman brings a warrant 
For his acceſs to King Henry's preſence. ' 
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Lieut. I come to him. 
Stanley. His buſineſs may require your privacy; 
I'll leave you, fir, wiſhing you all the good 
That can be wiſh'd — not wronging him J ſerve. 
K. Henry, Farewel | [ Exeunt. 
Who can this be! A ſudden coldneſs, 
Like the damp hand of death, has ſeiz'd my limbs; 
I fear ſome heavy news! 


Enter Lieutenant, 


Who is it, good Lieutenant ? 


Lieut. A gentleman, fir, from Tewi/bury he 
ſeems 
A melancholy meſſenger — — for when I aſk'd 
What news, his anſwer was a deepefetch'd ſigh: : 
I wou'd not urge him, but I fear tis fatal, [ Exits 


Enter Treſſel in mourning. 


K. Henry, Fatal, indeed! his brow's the title-page, 
That fpeaks the nature of a tragic volume. 

Say, friend, how does my queen ? my ſon ? 

Thou trembleſt, and the whiteneſs of thy cheek 

Js apter than thy tongue to tell the errand, 

Ev*n ſuch a man, fo faint, ſo ſpiritleſs, 

So dull, ſo dead in look, ſo woe-be-gone, 

Drew Priam's curtain in the dead of night, 
And wou'd have told him half his Troy was burn'd ; 
But Priam found the fire ere he his tongue, 
And I my poor ſon's death ere thou relat'it it. 
Now wouldſt thou fay, — your ſon did thus and thus, 
And thus your qucen; ſo fought the valiant Oxford ; 
Stopping my greedy ear with their bold deeds ; 
But in the end, (to ſtop my ear indeed) 
Thou haſt a ſigh, to blow away this praiſe, 
Ending with queen, and ſon, and all are dead! 

Tre/. Your queen yet lives, and many of your friends, 

But for my lord your ſon — 
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K. Henry, Why, he is dead !=—Yet ſpeak, I charge 


thee ! 7 
Tell thou thy maſter his {uſpicion lies, 
And I will take it as a kind diſgrace, 
And thank thee well for doing me ſuch wrong. 
Tre/. Would it were wrong to ſay; but, Sir, your 
fears are true. 
K. Henry. Yet for all this, ſay not my Son is dead, 
Tre/. Sir, | am ſorry | muſt force you to 
Believe, what wou'd to heaven I had not feen : 
But in this laſt battle near Teww#fbury, 
Your ſon, whoſe active ſpirit lent a fire, 
Ev'n to the dulleſt peaſant in our camp, 
Still made his way where danger ſtood to oppoſe him, 
A braver youth of more courageous heat, 
Ne'er ſpurr'd his courſer at the trumpet's ſound, 
But who can rule the uncertain chance of war ? 
In fine, king Edward won the bloody field, | 
Where both your queen and ſon were made his priſo- 
ners. 


K. Henry. Yet hold! for oh! this prologue lets me 


in | 
To a moſt fatal Tragedy to come. 
Dy'd he a priſoner, 1ay'ft thou f how ? by grief? 
Or by the bloody hands of thoſe that caught him ? 
Treſ. After the fight, Eaavard in triumph afk'd 
To ſee the captive prince the prince was brought, 
Whom Edward roughly chid for bearing arms; 
Aſking what reparation he cou'd make 
For having ſtirr'd his ſuvje&s to rebellion ? 
' Your impatient of ſuch taunts, reply'd, 
Bow like a ſubject, proud, ambitious York, 
While I, now ſpeaking with my father's mouth, 
Propoſe the ſelf ſame rebel words to thee, 
Which, traytor, thou wouldſt have me anſwer to: 
From theſe more words aroſe ; till in the end 
King Edward ſwell'd with what th* unhappy prince 
At ſuch a time too freely ſpoke, his gauntlet 
In his young face with indignation ſtruck; 
At which, crook'd Richard, Clarence, and the reſt, 
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Bury'd their fatal daggers in his heart. 
In bloody ſtate I ſaw him on the earth, 
From whence with life he never more ſprung up. 
K. Henry. Oh! hadſt thou ſtabb'd, at every word's 
deliverance, | 
Sharp poniards in my fleſh while this was told, 
Thy wounds had given leſs anguiſh than thy words. 
Oh! heav'ns, methinks I ſee my tender lamb 
Gaſping beneath the ravenous wolves fell gripe! 
But ſay, did all-—did they all ſtrike him, ſay'ſt thou? 
Tre/. All, Sir; but the firſt wound duke Richard 
ave. 
K. Henry. There let him ſtop! be that his laſt of ills ! 
Oh barbarous act! unhoſpitable men! 
Againſt the rigid laws of arms to kill him! 
Was't not enough his hope of birth right gone, 
But muſt your hate be levell'd at his life? 
Nor cou'd his father's wiongs content you ? 
Nor cou'd a father's grief diſſuade the deed ? 
You have no children — - (butchers if you had) 
The thought of them wou'd ſure have ſtirr'd remorſe. 
Tre/. Take comfort, Sir, and hope a better day. 
K. Henry, Oh! who can hold a fire in his hand, 
By thinking on the froſty Caucaſus ? 
Or wallow naked in December's ſnow, 
By bare remembrance of the ſummer's heat ? 
Away by heaven [ ſhall abhor his fight 
Whoever bids me be of comfort more ! 
If thou wilt. ſoothe my ſorrows, then 1I'l] thank thee ; 
Ay! now thou'rt kind indeed! theſe tears oblige me. 
Tre/. Alas! my Lord, I fear more evils towards you. 
K. Henry. Way, let it come, J ſcarce ſhall feel it 
now, 
My preicent woes have beat me to the ground; 
And my hard fate can make me fall no lower. 
What can it be? — Gave 1. its ugiteſt ſhape ? 
Oh my poor boy! 
77. A word ooes that; it comes in Gl er's form. 
K. Henry. Frighttul indeed! Give me the work that 
threatens, | 
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Treſ. After the murder of your ſon, ſtern Richard, 
As if unſated with the wounds he had given, 
With unwaſh'd hands went from his friends in haſte, 
And being aſk'd by Clarence of the cauſe, 
He, low'ring, cry'd, Brother, I mult to the Tower 
I've buſineſs there; excuſe me to the king; 
Before you reach the town, expect ſome news: 
This ſaid, he vaniſh'd and I hear's arriv'd, 

K. Henry, Why then the period of my woes is {:t; 
For ills but thought by him, are half perform'd, 


Enter Lieutenant, with an order. 


Lieut. Forgive me, fir, what I'm compell'd t'obey, 
An order for your cloſe confinement. : 
K. Henry, Whence comes it, good Lieutenant ? 
Lieut. Sir, from the Duke of Gʃ fer. | 
| K. Henry. Good-night to all then! I obey it; 
And now, gocd friend, ſuppoſe me on my death-bed, 
And take of me thy laſt, ſhort living leave. | 
Nay, keep thy tears till thou haſt ſeen me dead: 
And when, in tedious winter nights, with good 
Old folks thou ſitt'ſt up late 
To hear 'em tell the diſmal tales 
Of times long paſt, ev'n now with woe remember'd, 
Before thou bidd'ſt good night, to quiet their grief, 
Tell thou the lamentable fall of me, 
And ſend thy hearers weeping to their beds, [Exeunt. 
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Enter Glo'ſter. 


Ghoſt, Now are our brows bound with victorious 
wreathes ; $9 
Our fern alarms are chang'd to merry meetings; 
Our dreadful marches to deligh.ful meaſures : 
Grim-viſag'd' war has ſmooth's, his wrinkled front, 
And now, inſte d of mounting barbed ſteeds, 
To fright the ſov] of fe riu! advertaries, 
He capers ni oly in © dy's chamber, | 
To the laſcivicus pleating of a lute : 
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But I, that am not ſhap'd for ſportive tricks; 
J, that am curtail'd of man's fair proportion, 
Deform'd, unfiniſh'd, ſent before my time 
Into this breathing world, ſcarce half made up, 
And that ſo lamely and unfaſhionable, 
That dogs bark at me as Ihalt by Yem! _ 
Why I, in this weak piping time of peace, 
Have no delight to pals away my hours, 
Unleſs to ſee my ſhadow in the ſun, 
And deſcant on my own deformity ! 
Then ſince this earth affords no joy to me, 
But to command, to check, and o'erbear ſuch 
As are of happier perſon than myſelt : 
Why then to me this reſtleſs world's but hell, 
Till this miſhapen trunk's aſpiring head 
Be circled in a glorious diadem ! 
But then tis fix*'d on ſuch a height; oh! I 
Muſt ſtretch the utmoſt reaching of my ſoul. 

PI climb betimes, without remorſe or dread, 

And my firſt ſtep ſhall be on Henry's head. [Exit. 


SCENE, a chamber in the Tower. 


King Henry Neeping, 
Enter Lieutenant. 


Lieut, Aſleep ſo ſoon! but ſorrow minds no ſeaſons ; 
The morning, noon, and night with her's the ſame, 
She's fond of any hour that yields repoſe. 

K. Henry. Who's there? Lieutinart / ls it you? Come 

hither, 

Lieut. You ſhake, my lord, and look affrighted. 

K. Henry, Oh! I have had the fearfull'ſt dream 

Such lights, 
That, as live, | 
I wou'd not paſs another hour ſo dreadful, 
Tho' *twere to buy a world of happier days. 
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Reach me a book Pl try if reading can 
Divert theſe melancholy thoughts. 


Enter Glo'fter. 


61 . Good day, my Lord; what, at your book fo 
hard? 
J diſturb you. | 
K. Henry. You do, indeed. 
6 ,. Friend, leave us to ourſelves, we muſt confer, 
K. Henry. What bloody ſcene has Re/cius now to act? 
[Exit Lieutenant, 
G1. Suſpicion always haunts the guilty mind: 
The thief does fear each buſh an officer, 
K. * Where thieves without controlment rob and 
ill, 
The traveller does fear each buſh a thief: 
The poor bird that has been already lim'd, 
With trembling wings miſdoubts of every buſh ; 
And I, the hapleſs male to one ſweet bird, 
Have now the fatal object in my eye 
By whom my young one bled, was caught and kill'd. 
Get. Why, what a peeviſh fool was that of Crete, 
That taught his fon the office of a fowl, 
And yet for all his wings the fool was drown'd : 
Thou ſhou'dſt have taught thy boy his prayers alone, 
And then he hed not broke his neck_ with climbing. 
K. Henry, Ah! kill me with thy weapon, not thy 
words ; 
My breaſt can better brook thy dagger's point, 
Than can my ears that piercing ſtory 3 
But wherefore doſt thou come? Is't for my life? 
Glo. Think'ſt thou [ am an executioner ? 
K. Henry. It murdering innocents' be executing, 
Then thou'rt the worft of executioners, 
lot. Thy ſon I kill'd for his preſumption. 
K. Henry. Hadit thou been kill'd when firſt thou didſt 
preſume, 
Thou hauſt not liv'd to kill a ſon of mine: 
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But thou wert born to maſſacre mankind. 
How many old mens ſighs and widows moans, 
How many orphans water-ſtanding eyes, i 
Men for their ſons, wives for their huſbands fate, 9 
And children for their parents timeleſs death, 
Will rue the hour that ever thou wert born ? ö 
The owl ſhriek'd at thy birth, an evil ſign; i 
The night-crow cry'd, foreboding luckleſs time; mh 
Dogs howl'd, and hideous tempeſts ſhook down trees: 1 
The raven rook'd her on the chimney's top, | 1 
And chattering pies in diſmal diſcord ſung; 
Thy mother felt more than a mother's pain, 
And yet brought forth leſs than a mother's hope, 
Teeth hadſt thou in thy head, when thou wert born, 
Which plainly ſaid, thou cam'ſt to bite mankind; 
And if the reſt be true that I have heard, 
Thou cam'ſt 
Glo'ff. VI! hear no more die, prophet, in thy 
ſpeech 
For this amongſt the reſt was I ordain'd, [Stabs him. 
K. Henry, Oh! and for much more ſlaughter after 
this; | 
Juſt Heav'n forgive my ſins, and pardon thee. [ Dies. 
Glo'ſt, What! will the aſpiring blood of Lancafter 
Sink in the ground: I thought it wou'd have 
mounted. | 
See how my ſword weeps for the poor King's death. 
Oh, may ſuch purple tears be always ſhed 
From thoſe that wiſh the downfal of our houſe, 
If any ſpark of life be yet remaining, 
Down, down, to hell, and fay I ſent thee thither, 
that have neither pity, love, nor fear; 
Indeed, 'tis true, what Henry told me of; 
For I have often heard my mother ſay, 
I came into the world with my legs forward 
The midwife wonder'd, and the women cry'd, 
Good Heaven bleſs us! he is born with teeth! 
And ſo I was ; which plainly ſignified 
That I ſhou'd ſnarl and bite, and play the dog. 
Then fince the Heav'ns have ſnap'd my body ſo, 
Vor. II. O 
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Let Hell make crook'd my mind to anſwer it; 

I have no brother, I am no brother, 

And this word Love, which grey- beards call diving, 

Beg reſident 1 in men like one another, 

And not in me I am ——myſelf alone. 

Clarence, beware, thou keep'ſt me from the light; 

But if I fail not in my deep intent, 

Thou'ſt not another day to live; which done, 

Heav'n take the weak King Edward to his mercy, 

And leave the world for me to buſtle in. 

But ſoft I'm ſharing ſpoil before the field is won. 

Clarence fall breathes, Edward ſtill lives and reigns, 

When they are gone, then I muſt count my gains. 
Exit, 


erent N NN W. MNMM 


. 
SCENE, St. Paul's. 


Enter Treſſel, meeting Lord Stanley. 


Tre/. Y Lord, your ſervant ; pray, what brought 
you to St. Paul's ? 
Stauley. I came amongſt the crowd to ſee the corpſe 

Of poor King Henry; tis a diſmal ſight: 
But yeſterday I ſaw him in the Toner ; 
His talk 1s ftill ſo freſh within my memory, 
That I could weep to thiak how Fate has us'd him. 
I wonder where's Duke Richard's policy 
In ſuffering him to lie expos'd to view z 
Can he believe that men will love him for't? 

Tre/. Oh yes, Sir, love him, as he loves his bro- 

thers. 

When was you with King Edward, pray, my Lord? 
J hear he leaves his food, is melancholy, 
Aud his phyficians fear him mightily. 
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Sranley. Tis thought he'll ſcarce recover. 
Shall we to court, and hear more news of him? 
Treſ. I am oblig'd to pay attendance here: 
The Lady Anne has licence to remove 
King Henry's corple to be interr'd at Cheri/ey ; 
And I'm engag'd to follow her. 
Stanley. Mean you King Henry's daughter-in-law ? - 
Tre/. The ſame, Sir, widow to the late Prince Za. 


ward, | 
Whom Gloger kill'd at Tewkſbury, 
Stanley. Alas! poor lady, ſhe's ſeverely us'd ; 
And yet [ hear Richard attempts her love: 
Methinks, the wrongs he'as done her might diſcourage 
him. | 
Tre. Neither thoſe wrongs, nor his own ſhape can 
tright him: | ple og 
He ſent for leave to viſit her this morning, 
And ſhe was forc'd to keep her bed to avoid him: 
But ſee, ſhe is arriv'd. Will you along 
To ſee this doleful ceremony ? 
Stanley. I'Il wait on you, [ Exeunt, 


Enter Glo'ſter. 


G1. Twas her excuſe to avoid me.—Alas! 
She keeps no bed | 
She has health enough to progreſs as far as Chert/ey, 
Tho? not to bear the fight of me. 

I cannot blame her 

Why, Love forſwore me in my mother's womb, 
And, for I ſhould not deal in his ſoft laws, 

He did corrupt frail Nature with a bribe, 

To ſhrink my arm up like a wither'd ſhrub, 

To make an envious mountain on my back, 

Where ſits deformity to mock my body ; 

To ſhape my legs of an unequal ſize, | 
To diſproportion me in every part. 
And am I then'a man to be belov'd ? „ 260 ITE 
Oh monſtrous thought! more vain than my ambition, 
O 2 
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Enter Lieutenant ha/tily. 
Lieut. My Lord, I beg your Grace 


Glo. Be gone, fellow! I'm not at n 
Lieut. My Lord, the King your brother's taken ill. 
Glo; g. 11 wait on him; leave me, friend, 
Ha! Edvard taken ill! 
Wou'd he were waſted, marrow, bones and all, 
That from his loins no more young brats.may riſe 
To eroſs me in N golden time I Ex k for, 


SCENE 5 5 and diſcovers Lady Anne 
in Mourning, Lord Stanley, Treſſel, Guards, 
and Bearers, with King Henry's Body. 


But ſee! my Love appears Look where ſhe ſhines, 
Darting pale luſtre, like the ſilver moon, 
Thro' her dark veil of rainy ſorrow ! 
So maurn'd the dame of Ephz/us her love; 
And thos the ſoldier, arm'd with reſolution, 
Told his ſoft tale, and was a thriving wocer, 
 *Tis true, my form perhaps may little move her, 
But I've a tongue ſhall wheedle with the Devil: 
Yet hold, ſhe mourns the man that I have kill'd. 
Firſt let her ſorrows take ſome vent—ſtand here, 
I'll take her paſſion in its wain, and turn 
T his ſtorm of grief to gentle drops of pity 
Fer his repentant murcerer. [ie retires. 
La. Anne. Hung be the heav'ns with black, Held day 
to night, _ 
Comets 2.4 WF change of times and ſtates, 
Brandiſh your fiery treſſes in the ſK y, ab 
And with them ſcourge the bad revolting. lars 
That have conſented to King Henry's death. 
Oh, be accurſt the hand that ſhed 45 blood, 
Accurſt the head that had the heart to do it; ; 
More direful hap betide that hated wretch, | 
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Than I can wiſh to wolves, to ſpiders, toads,. 

Or any creeping venom'd thing that lives; 

If ever he have wife, let her be made 

More miſerable by the life of him, 

Than I am now by Edævard's death and thine. 
Get. Poor girl, what pains ſhe takes to curſe her- 

ſelf. [A Aide. 

La. Anne, If ever he have child, abortive be it, 

Prodigious and untimely brought to light, 

Whoſe hideous form, whoſe moſt unnatural afpect: 

May fright the hopeful mother at her view, 

And that be heir to his unhappinefs. 

Now on to Cheriſey with your ſacred load. 


Glo'ft. Stay, you that bear the coarſe, and ſet it 


down. 
La. Anne, What black magician conjures up this 
fiend, | 
To ſtop devoted charitable deeds ? 
G1 t. Villains, ſet down the coarſe; or by St. Paul, 
Pl make a coarſe of him that diſobeys. 
Guard, My Lord, ſtand back, and let the coffin paſs. 
G/o'ft, Unmanner'd ſlave! ſtand thou when J com- 
mand. 
Advance thy halbert higher than my breaſt, 
Or, by St. Paul, I'll ſtrike thee to my foot, 
And ſpurn upon thee, beggar, for thy boldneſs. 


La. Anne. Why doit thou haunt him thus, unſated 


fiend ? 
Thou hadft but power over his morta! body, 
His ſoul thou canſt not reach, therefore be gone. 
Glo ſt. Sweet ſaint, be not ſo hard, for charity. 


La. Anne, If thou delight to view thy heinous- 


d2eds, 

Echold this pattern of thy butcheries. 
Why didft thou do this deed ? Cou'd not the laws 
Of man, of nature, nor of Heaven diſſuade thee ? 
No beaſt fo fierce, but knows ſome touch of pity. 

Glo. If want of pity be a crime ſo hateful, 
Whence is it thou, Fir excellence, art guilty ? 

La. Anne. What means the ſlanderer? 

O0 3 
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G1 . Vouchſaſe, divine perfection of a woman, 
Of theſe my crimes ſuppos'd, to give me leave 
By circumſtance, but to acquit myſelf, 
La. Anne. Then take that ſword, whoſe bloody point 
ſill reeks 
With | Henry's life, with my lov'd Lord's young Ed. 
__ avard's, | | | 
And here let out thy own, to appeaſe their ghoſts, 
Glo t. By ſuch deſpair, I ſhou'd accuſe myſelf, 
La. Axe. Why, by deſpairing only canſt thou ſtand 
excus'd ; | | 
Didſt thou not kill this king? | 
Gl. I grant ye. 
| La. Anne. Oh! he was gentle, loving, mild, and 
virtuous ; 
But he's in heaven, where thou canſt never come. 
Glo. Was I not kind to ſend him thither then ? 
He was much fitter for that place than earth. 
La. Anne. And thou unfit for any. place but hell. 
Glo'/?. Yes, one place elſe——if thou wilt hear me 
name it, 
La. Anne. Some dungeon. 
Glo. Your bed-chamber. 
La. Anne, 11 reſt betide the chamber where thou 
lay ſt. 
Glee. So it will, madam, till I lay in yours, 
La. Anne. I hope ſo. 1 
G1 . I know ſo. But, gentle Lady Anne, 
To leave this keen encounter of our tongues, 
And fall to ſomething a more ſerious method; 
Is not the cauſer of the untimely deaths 
Of theſe Plantagenets, Henry and Edavard, 
As blamejul as the executioner ? 
La. Anne, Thou wert the cauſe, and moſt accurs'd 
effect. | | | 
C. Your beauty was the cauſe of that effet ; 
Your beauty! that did haunt me in my ſieep, 
To undertake the death of all the world, 
So I might live one hour in that ſoft boſom ! 
La. Anne. If I thought that, I tell thee, homicide, 
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Theſe hands ſhou'd rend that beauty from my cheeks. 
Gl. Theſe eyes cou'd not endure that beauty's 
wreck, | 
| You ſhou'd not blemiſh it, if I ſtood by: 
As all the world is nourif/d by the ſun, 
S0 I by that It is my day! my life! 
La. Anne. 1 wou'd it were, to be reveng'd on thee. 
Glo'/t. It is a quarrel moſt unnatural, | 
To with revenge on him that loves thee. 
La. Anne. Say rather 'tis my duty, 
To ſeek revenge on him that kill'd my huſband. 
Glo'ft. Fair creature, he that kill'd thy huſband, 
Did it to help thee to a better huſband. 
La. Anne. His better does not breathe upon the 
earth. | | 
Gʃ . He lives that loves thee better than he cou'd. 
La. Anne. Name him. 
GI f. Plantagenet. 
La. Anne. Why that was he. 
61ſt. The ſelf- ſame name, but one of ſofter na- 
ture. 
La. Aune. Where is he? 
Glo'ft. Ah! take more pity in thy eyes, and ſee him 
here. 
La. Anne. Wou'd they were bafiliſks to ſtrike thee 
dead. 
Glo'ft, I wou'd they were that J might die at once, 
For now they kill me with a living death ; 
Darting with cruel aim deſpair and love ; 
I never {u'd to ends 4-4 enemy; | 
My tongue cou'd never learn ſweet ſmoothing words; 
But now thy beauty is propos'd my fee, 
My ous heart ſues, and prompts: my tongue to 
ſpeak. 


La. Anne. Is there a tongue on earth can ſpeak for 
. 4 


thee ? 
Why doſt thou court my hate ? 
Tre/. Where will this end? She froyns upon him 


yet. 
i 04 
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Stanley. But yet ſhe hears him in ber frowns 
I fear him. 
619 Oh teach not thy ſuft lip ſuch cold con- 
tempt·— | 
If thy relentleſs heart cannot forgive, 
Lo, here I lend thee this ſharp-pointed ſword, 
Which if thou pleaſe to hide in this true breaſt, 
And let the honeſt ſoul out that adores thee, 
J lay it naked to the deadly ſtroke, ; 
And humbly beg that death upon my knees. 
La. Anne. What ſhall I ſay or do? Direct me, 
Heav*n ! f 
When ſtones weep, ſure the tears are natural, 
And Heaven itſelf inſtructs us to forgive, 
When they do flow from a ſincere repentance. 
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G1 t. Nay, do not pauſe, for I did kill King Henry, 7 
But *twas thy wond'rous beauty did provoke me; 
Or, now, diſpatch—'twas I that ſtabb'd young Edward, ö 


But 'twas thy heavenly face that ſet me on; 

And I might till perſiſt (ſo ſtubborn is 

My temper) to rejoice at what I've done; 

But that thy powerful eyes (as roaring ſeas 

Obey the changes of the moon) have turn'd 

My heart, and made it flow with penitence. 

Take up the ſword again, or take up me. 

5 1 2'3 [ She drops the ſword, 
La. Anne. No, tho' I wiſh thy death, 

I will not be thy executioner. 

Glo'ft. Then bid me kill myſelf, and I will do it. 
La. Anne. I have already. 
Glo t. That was in thy rage: 

Say it again, and even with thy word 

This guilty hand, that robb'd thee of thy love, 

Shall, for thy love, revenge thee on thy lever. 

'To both their deaths ſhalt thou be acceſſary. | 
Tre/. By Heav'n ! ſhe wants the heart to bid him 
dot. | | 
Stanley. What think you now, Sir! nl T 
Tre/. I'm ſtruck! I ſcarce can credit what I ſee. A 
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Stanley. Why, you ſee——a woman. 
Tre/. When future chronicles ſhall ſpeak of this, 
They will be thought romance, not hiſtory. 
Gee What not a word to pardon or condemn 
me ? Chee] 8 | 
But thou art wiſe=—and canſt with filence kill me. 
Yet ev'n in death my fleeting ſoul purſues thee ; 
Daſh not the tears of penitence away; 
I aſk but leave t'indulge my cold deſpair ; 
By Heav'n | there's joy in this extravagance 
Of woe —' tis melting, ſoft, tis pleaſing ruin, 
Oh! 'tis too much, too much for life to bear 
This aching tenderneſs of thought. TY L 25.4 
La. Anne. Wou'dſt thou not blame me to forgive thy 


crimes ? : h 
G1. They're not to be forgiven ; no, not even 1 
Penitence can atone em Oh miſery | | Þ 
Of thought |! that ſtrikes me with at once repentance | 1 
And deſpair T ho' unpardon'd, yield me pity. | 1 
La. Anne. Wou'd I knew thy heart. | 14 
Glo. Tis figur'd 1a my tongue. | | 1 
La. Anne. I fear me both are falſe. 0 | 
Glo*ft. Then never man was true. 1 * 
La. Anne. Put up thy ſword. a4 "4 


G1. Say then, my peace is made. 

La. Anne. That thou ſhalt know hereafter, 

Gt. But ſhall I live in hope? 1 

La. Anne. All men, I hope, live ſo. 

G1. I ſwear, bright ſaint, I am not what I was, 

Thoſe eyes have turn'd my ſtubborn heart to woman; 

Thy goodneſs makes me ſoft in penitence, 

And my harſh thoughts are turn'd to peace and love. 

Oh! if thy poor devoted ſervant might | 

But beg one favour at thy gracious hand, 

Thou wou'dſt confirm his happineſs for ever. 
La. Anne. What 15't ? Bi 
Glo'ft. That it may pleaſe thee, leave theſe ſad de- 

n dds 
To him that has moſt cauſe to be a mourner, 
And preſently repair to _ houſe; _ 
| 5 
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Where after I have ſolemnly interr'd 


At Chertſey monaſt'ry this 10jur'd King, 
And wet his grave with my repentant tears, 
I will with all expedient duty ſee you: 
For divers unknown reaſons, I beſeech you 
Grant me this favour. | 
La. Anne. I do, my Lord—and much it joys me too 
To ſee you are become {ſo penitent. 
Treſſel and Beriley, go along with me. 
Glo'/?. Bid me tarewel. 
La. Anne. Tis more than you deſerve : 
But fince you teach me how to flatter you, 
Imagine I have ſaid farewel already. Exit. 
Guard, Toward Chertſey, my Lord ? 
Glo. No, to White-Fryars—there attend my coming, 
| [ Exeunt Guards with the Body, 
Was ever woman in this humour woo'd ? 
Was ever woman in this humour won? 
I'll have her, but I will not keep her long. 
What! I that kill'd her huſband and her tather, 
To take her in her heart's extremeſt hate, 
With curſes in her mouth, tears in hex eyes, 
The bleeding witneſs of my hatred by, 
Having Heav'n, her conſcience, and theſe bars againſt 
me: 1: * ' 
And 1.no friends to back my ſuit withal, 
But the plain devil, and diſſembling looks! 
And yet to win her! all the world to nothing ! 
Can ſhe abaſe her beauteous eyes on me, 
Whoſe all not equals Zaward 's moiety ? 
On me, that halt, and am miſhapen thus! 
My dukedom to a widow's chaſtiiy, 
J do miitake my perſon all this while: 
Upon my life, ſhe finds, altho' I cannot, 
Myſelf to be a marvellous proper man. 
]'}1 have my chambers lin'd with looking-glaſs; 
And entertain a ſcore or two of taylors, i 
To ſtudy faſhions to adorn my body: | 
Since I am crept in favour with myſelf, 
I will maintain it with ſome little colt ; 
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But firſt, I'll turn St. Harry to his grave, 
And then return lamenting to my love, 
Shine out, fair ſun, ll 7 ſuture my glaſs, 
That I may ſee my ſhadow as I paſs, [ Exit, 


SCENE, the Preſence, 


Enter Buckingham haſtily, meeting Lord Stanley. 


Buck. Did you ſee the Duke ? 
Stanley, What Duke, my Lord ? 
Buck. His Grace of Glo'fter, did you ſee 1 ? 
Stanley. Not lately, my Lord -I hope no ill news. 
Buck. The worſt that heart e'er bore, or tongue can 
utter, 
Edward the King, his royal brother's dead ! 
Stanley, Tis tad indeed ——l wiſh by your impa- 
tience | 
To acquaint him tho?, you think i it ſo to him: Aldi. 
Did the King, my Lord, make any mention 5 
Of a Protector for his crown and children? 


Buck, He did Duke Richard has the care of 
both. 
Stanley. That ſad news you are afraid to tell him too. 


| [Aldo 
Buck, He'll ſpare no toil, I'm ſure, to fil! his place. 


Stanley, Pray Heaven he's not too diligent,  [ Aſide. 


My Lord,—1s not that the Dutcheſs of York, 
The King“ s mother, coming, I fear, to viſit him? 
Buck, * ſhe—li:tle thinking what has befall'n us. 


Enter Dutcheſs of Vork. 


Dut. of York. Good day, my Lords ; how takes the 
King his reſt ? 


Buck. Alas! madam, too well — he 2 for ever. 
Dut, of York. Dead! Good Heav'n, ſupport me | 
Buck. Madam, *twas my nnhappy lot to hear 

His laſt departing groans, and _w his eyes. 
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Dut. of York, Another taken from me too! Why, 
juſt Heav'n, oh 
Am I till left the laſt in life and woe? 
Firſt I bemoan'd a noble huſband's death, 
Yet liv'd with looking on his images : 
But now my laſt ſupport is gone firſt Clarence, 
Now Edward is for ever taken from me: 
Both crutches now the unrelenting hand 
Of Death has ſtricken from my feeble arms, 
And I muſt now of force fink down with ſorrow. 
Buck. Your youngeſt ſon, the noble Richard lives: 
His love, I know, will feel his mother's cares, 
And bring new comfort to your latter days. 
Dut. of York. *Twere new indeed! for yet of him I've 
none, | : 
Unleſs a churliſh diſ»bedience may 
Be counted from a child a mother's comfort. 
From his malicious grudge, I know my ſon, 
His brother Clarence? death was firſt contriv'd ; 
But may his penitence find Heav'n's mercy. 
Where 1s the Queen, my Lord ? 
Buck, I left her with her kinſmen deep in ſorrow, 
Who have with much ado perſuaded her 
To leave the body Madam, they are here. 


Enter Queen, Rivers, and Dorſet. 


Queen. Why do you thus oppoſe my grief? unleſs 
To make me rave, and weep the faſter? Ha! 
My mother too in tears ! Freſh ſorrow ſtrikes 
My heart at fight of every friend that lov'd 
My Edward living——Oh, mother, he's dead! 
Oh ! that my eyes cou'd weep away my ſoul, 
Then I might follow worthy of his hearſe. 
Stanley. Your duty, madam, of a wife is dead, 
And now the mother's only claims your care, i 
Think on the Prince your ſon, —— ſend for him 
ſtraight, ; 11 
And let his coronation clear your eyes, 
Bury your grieſs in the dead Edward's grave, 
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Revive your joys on living Edward's throne. - 
Prueen. Alas! that thought but adds to my afflic- 
tions, 
New tears for Edward gone, and fears for Edward 
living ; 
An helpleſs child in his minority 
Is in the truſt of his ſtern uncle Gl ger; 
A man that frowns on me, and all of mine. 
Buck. Judge not ſo hardly, madam, of his love ; 
Your ſon will find in him a father's care. 


Enter Glo'ſter behind. 


Ge Why, ay! theſe tears look well—Sorrow's 
the mode, 
And every one at Court muſt wear it now : 
With all my heart; III not be out of faſhion. [A/ide. 
Queen. My Lord, juſt Heaven knows, I never hated 
Gloſter, | 
But wou'd on any terms embrace his friendſhip. 
Buck. Theſe words wou'd make him weep——T know 
him yours : 
See where he comes in ſorrow for our loſs. 


G1 My Lords, good-morrow ; Couſin of 
Buckingham, | 
I am yours. | | Feeps, 


Buck. Good-morning te your Grace. 
Glo'fl, Methinks 
We meet like men that had forgot to ſpeak. 
Buck, We may remember—— but our argument 
Is now too mournful to admit much talk. 
Glo. ſt. 8 is, indeed! Peace be with him has made it 
| o. | 
Siſter, take comfort “tis true, we've all cauſe 
To mourn the dimming of our ſhining ſtar ; 
But Sorrow never cou'd revive the dead ; 
And, if it cou'd, Hope wou'd prevent our tears 
So we muſt weep becauſe we weep in vain. 
Madam, my mother I do cry you mercy, 
My grief was blind did not ſee your Grace: 
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Moſt humbly on my knee I crave your bleſſing. 

Dut. of Yori. Thou haſt it, and may thy charitable 
Hand and tongue love one another; may Heav'n 
Endow thy breaſt with meekneſs and obedience. 

Gf. Amen, and make me die a good old man! 
That's the old but-end of a mother's bleſſing; 


1 marvel that her Grace did leave it out. [Aldi. 
Buck. My Lord, I think 'twere fit that now Prince 
Edward 


Forthwith from Ludlow ſhou'd be ſent for home, 
In order to his coronation. 
Gl. By all means, my Lords Come, let's in to 
; council, 
And appoint who ſhall be the meſſengers: 
Madam, and you, my fitter, pleaſe you go 
To give your ſentiments on his occaſion. 
Qucen. My Lord, your wiidom needs no help from 
me; | 
My glad conſent you have in all that's juſt, 
Or for the people's good, tho? I ſuffer by't. 
Clo. Pleaſe you to retire, madam ; we ſhall pro- 
pole 
What you'd not think the people's wrong, nor yours. 
Queen. May Heaven proſper all your good intent! 
. [ Exit all but Glo'ſter and Buck. 
- Gloft. Amen, with all my heart, for mine's the 
crown 
And is not that a good one ? 
well, couſin? 
Buck. I hope ſhe propheſy'd—you now ſtand fair. 
6e. Now, by St. Paul, I feel it here —Methin!:s 
The maſſy weight on't galls my laden brow : 
What think'ſt thou, couſin, wer't not an eaſy matter 
To get Lord Stanley's hand to help it on? 
Buck, My Lord, I doubt that, for his father's ſake ; 
He loves the Prince too well; he'll ſcarce be won 
To any thing againſt him. 
Glo. Poverty, the reward of honeſt fools, 
O'ertake him for't— What think'ſt thou then of 
1 Haſtings? | 


Ha!] pray'd ſhe vot 
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Buck. He ſhall be try'd, my Lord Pl find out 
Cateſey, | 
Who ſhall at ſubtle diſtance ſound his thoughts : 
But we mu{t {till ſuppoſe the worſt may happen: 
What if we tind him cold in our deſign ? 3 
G1. Chop off his head — ſomething we'll ſoon de- 
termine; 
But haſte, and find out Catesby, 
That done, follow me to the Council-chamber ; 
We'll not be ſeen together much, nor have 
It known that we confer in private—therefore 
Away, good couſin. 
Buck, I am gone, my Lord. 
Glo. Thus far we run before the wind; 
My fortune ſmiles, and gives me all that I dare aſk, 
The conquer'd Lady Anne is bound in vows ; + 
Faſt as the Prieſt can make us, we are one. 
The King my brother fleeps without. his pillow, 
And I am left the guardian of his infant-heir, 
Let me lee 
The Prince will ſoon be here Let him! The crown! 
Oh yes! he ſhall have twenty globes and ſcepters too; 
New ones made to play withal but no COrONAtioN ems 
No, nor any court-flies about him no kinſmen. 
Hold ye - where ſhall he keep his court? | 
Aye, the Tower, 


[Exit . 


[ Exit, 


b E e Nx 


AC. TIN Nen 


Enter Prince Edward, Glo'ſter, Buckingham, Lord Stanley, 
; Treſſel, and Attendants. | 
Glo. O W, my royal couſin, welcome to Londan : 
Welcome to all thoſe honour'd dignities 
Which by your father's will, and by your birth, 
You ſtand the undoubted heir poſſeſs'd of: | 
And, if my plain ſimplicity of heart, * 
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May take the liberty to ſhew itſelf, 
You're farther welcome to your uncle's care 
And love=Why do you ſigh, my Lord? 
The weary way has made you melancholy. 
P. Ed. No, uncle, but our crofles on the way 
Have made it tedious, weariſome, and heavy: 
I want more uncles here to welcome me! 
Tre/. More uncles! What means his Highneſs? 
Stanley. Why, fir, the careful Duke of G0 fer has 
Secur'd his kinſmen on the way-— Lord Rivers, Grey, 
Sir Thomas Vaug ban, and others of his friends, 
Are priſoners now in Pomfre: caſtle ;. 
On what pretence it boots not there they are, 
Let the Devil and the Duke alone to accuſe 'em. 
 Gli'f. My Lord, the Mayor of Londen comes to greet 


you. 
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Ld. Mayor. Vouchſafe, moſt gracious ſovereign, to 
accept 

The general homage of your loyal city : | \ 
We farther beg your royal leave to ſpeak | 0 
In deep condole ment of your father's loſs ; 
And, as far as our true ſorrow would permit, 
To *gratulate your acceſſion to the throne. 

P. Ed. LL you, good my Lord, and thank you 

all. 

Alas, my youth is yet unfit to govern, 
Therefore the ſword of juſtice is in abler hands: 
But be aſſur'd of this, ſo much already 
I perccive I love you, that tho? I know not yet 
To do you offices of | 6 ; yet this I know, 
P11 ſooner die, than baſely do you wrong. 

Gl. So wile, ſo young, they ſay do never * long. 

Aide. 

P. Ed. My Lords, 4 \ 
I thought my mother, and my brother York, 
Wou'd long ere this have met us on the way; 


Say, uncle G/o'fer, if our brother come, 
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Where ſhall we fojourn 'till our coronation ? 
Glo'/t. Where it ſhall ſeem belt to your royal ſelf ; 
May J adviſe you, Sir, ſome day or two 
Your Highneſs ſhall repoſe you at the Tower ; 
Then where you pleaſe, and ſhall be thought moſt fit 
For your beſt health and recreation, 
P. Ed. Why at the Tower ? But be it as you pleaſe. 
Buck, My Lord ——your brother's Grace of York. 


Enter Duke and Dutcheſs of York. 


P. Ed. Richard of York! how fares our deareſt bro- 
ther ? [ Embracing. 
D. of York. Oh, my dear Lord! fo I muſt call you 
now. | 
P. Ed. Ay, brother, to our grief, as it is yours. 
Too ſoon he dy'd, who might have better worn 
That title, which in me will loſe its majeſty. 
Glo. How fares our couſin, noble Lord of York ?, 
D. of Lor. Thank you kindly, dear uncle=—Oh 
my Lord, ; | 
You ſaid that idle weeds were faſt in growth: 
The King my brother has out-grown me far. 
Gloji. He has, my Lord. | 
D. of Jerk. And therefore is he idle ? 
G1. Oh, pretty couſin, I muſt not ſay ſo. 


D. of York. Nay, uncle, I don't believe the ſaying's 


true, 
For if it were, you'd be an idle weed. 
Glo'ft. How ſo, couſin ? 
D. of York. Becauſe I have heard folks ſay you grew 
ſo faſt, | 
Your teeth wou'd gnaw a cruſt at two hours old : 
Now *twas two years ere I cou'd get a tooth. 
Glo'ft. Indeed! I find the brat is taught this leſſon — 
| | [ Afrdes 
Who told thee this, my pretty merry couſin ? 
D. of York, Why, your nurſe, uncle. 


Gl. My nurſe, child! ſhe was dead fore thou wert 


born, 
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D. of York. If 'twas not ſhe, I can't tell who told 
me: 
61 %%. So ſubtle too— tis pity thou art ſhort-liv'd, 
| f | . . [ Afrde. 
P. Ed. My brother, uncle, will be croſs in talk. 


G1. Oh, fear not, my Lord, we ſhall never quar- 


el. 

P. Ed. I hope your Grace knows how to bear with 
him — | 7 

D. of ork, You mean to bear me- not to bear with 

me | t 

Uncle, my brother mocks both you and me; 
' Becauſe that I am little like an ape, | 
He thinks you ſhould bear me on your ſhoulders, 


P. Ed. Fye, brother, I have no ſuch meaning. 


Stanley. With what a ſharp, provided wit he reaſons! 


To mitigate the ſcorn he gives his uncle, 
He prettily and aptly taunts himſelf. 
Tre/. So cunning and ſo young is wonderful! 
Glo t. My Lord, wilt pleaſe you paſs along? 
Myſelf and my good coufin Buckingham 
Will to your mother, to intreat of her 
To meet and bid you welcome at the Toaver. 


D. of York. What! will you go to the Tower, my dear 


Lord ? ED 

P. Ed. My Lord Protector will have it fo. 
D. of York. I ſhan't ſleep in quiet in the Tower. 

G1 t. VI warrant you —— King Henry lay there, 
And he ſleeps in quiet. [ Aide, 

P. Ed. What ſhou'd you fear, brother? 
D. of York. My uncle Clarence ghoſt, my Lord; 
My grandmother told me he was kill'd there, 

P. Ed. | fear no uncles dead. 

Gl t. Nor any, fir, that live, I hope. . 
P. Ed. I hope ſo too——but come, my Lords, 
To the Tower, ſince it muſt be fo. 

[ Exeunt all but Glo'iter and Buckingham. 

Buck. Think you, my Lord, this little prating York 
Was not inſtructed by his ſubtle mother 
To taunt and ſcorn you thus opprobriouſſy? 

4 
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C . No doubt, no doubt; oh 'tis a ſhrewd young 
maſter ; 
Stubborn, bold, quick, forward and capable ! 
He is all the mother's from the top to the toe: 
But let them reſt—— Now, what ſays Cate/by ? 
Buck, My Lord, *tis much as I ſuſpected, and 
He's here himſelf to inform you. 


Euter Cateſby. 


haſt thou been tampering ? 


G:o'/ft, So, Catesby 
| What news ? 
Catesby. My Lord, according to th' inſtruction given 
| me, 
With words at diſtance dropp'd, I ſounded Haſtings, 
Piercing how far he did affect your purpole ; 
To which, indeed, I found him cold, unwilling : . 
The ſum is this be ſeem'd a- while to underſtand 
me not, | * 
At length, from plainer ſpeaking urg'd to anſwer, 
He faid in heat, rather than wrong the head 
To whom the crown was due, he'd loſe his own. 
Glo'ft. Indeed | his own then anſwer for that ſaying :; 
He ſhall be taken care of mean while, Careſdy, 
Be thou near me Couſin of Buckingham, 
Let's loſe no time—the Mayor and Citizens 
Are now buſy meeting in Guildhall : 
Thither I'd have you haſte immediately, 
And at your meeteſt *vantage of the time, 
Improve thoſe hints I gave you late to ſpeak of: 
But above all infer the baftardy 
Of Edward's children; 
Nay, for a need, thus far come near my perſon ; 
Tell 'em, when my mother went with child of him, 
My princely father then had wars in Fraxce, 
And, by true computation of the time, 
Found, that the iſſue was not his begot, 
Which in his lineaments too plain sppear'd, 
Being nothing like the noble York, my father; ; 
Let touch this ſ paringly, as *twere far off, 
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Becauſe, my Lord, you know my mother lives. 
Buck. Doubt not, my Lord, I'll play the orator, 
As if myſelf might wear the golden fee 
For which I plead. | 
Glo'ft. If you thrive well, bring 'em to ſee me here, 
Where you ſhall find me ſeriouſly employ'd 
With the moſt learned Fathers of the Church, 
Buck. I fly, my Lord, to ſerve you. 
Glo. To ſerve thyſelf, my couſin; 
For look when I am King, claim thou of me 
The Earldom of Hereford, and all thoſe moveables 
W hereof the King my brother ſtood poſſeſs'd. 
Buck. I ſhall remember that your Grace was bounti- 


ful. 
G1. Couſin, I have ſaid it. | 
Buck. I am gone, my Lord. [Exit. 
Got. So, I've ſecur'd my couſin here, Theſe move- 
| ables 8 


Will never let his brain reſt till I am King. 

Catesby, go you with ſpeed to Doctor Shaw, 

And thence, to Friar Beuter— bid 'em both 

Attend me here, within an hour at fartheſt; 

Mean while my private orders ſhall be given, 

2 | [Exit Catesby. 
To lock out all admittance to the Princes. 
Now, by St. Paul, the work goes bravely on! 

How many frightful ſtops wou'd Conſcience make 

In ſome ſoft heads, to undertake like me? 

Come, this Conſcience is a convenient ſcare- crow-; 

It guards the fruit which prieſts and wiſe men taſte, 
Who never ſet it up to fright themſelves ; 

They know tis rags, and gather in the face on't ; 
While half-ſtarv'd ſhallow daws thro? fear are honeſt. 
Wh ywere laws made, but that we're rogues by nature ? 
Conſcience ! *tis our coin, we live by parting with it ; 
And he thrives beſt that has the moſt to ſpare. 

The proteſting lover buys hope with it, 

And the deluded virgin, ſhort- liv'd pleaſure ; 

Old grey-beards cram their avarice with it; 


r 
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Your lank-jaw'd hungry judge will dine upon't, 
And _ the guiltleſs, rather than eat his mutton 
cold ; | 

The crown'd head quits it for deſpotick ſway, 

The ftubborn people for unaw'd rebellion. 

There's not a ſlave but has his ſhare of villain: 

Why then ſhall after-ages think my deeds 

Inhuman ! fince my worſt are but ambition. 

Ev'n all mankind to ſome lov'd ills incline : 

Great men chooſe greater fins, ambition's mine. 
| [Exit, 


Enter Lady Anne. 


La. Anne. When, when ſhall I have reſt? Was mar- 
riage made | 
To be the ſcourge of our offences here? 
Oh! no—'twas meant a bleſſing to the virtuous ; 
It once was ſo to me, tho? now my curſe. 
The fruit of Edward's love was ſweet and pleaſing 3 
But oh! -untimely cropt by cruel Glo'fer ; 
Who rudely having grafted on his ſtock, 
Now makes my life yield only ſorrow. 
Let me have muſick to compoſe my thoughts. : 
| [Soft muſick 
It will not be——nought but the grave can cloſe my 
eyes. | 
How many labouring wretches take their reſt, 
While I, night after night, with cares lie wakang ! 
As if the gentle nurſe of nature, ſleep, 
Had vow'd to rock my peeviſh ſenſe no more. 
Oh partial fleep ! canit thou in ſmoaky cottages 
Stretch out the peaſant's imbs on beds of ſtraw, 
And lay him fait, cramm'd with diſtreſsful bread ! 
Yet in the ſofteſt breeze of peaceful night, 
Under the canopies of coſtly ſtate, 
Tho' lull'd with ſounds of ſweeteſt melody, 
Refuſe one moment's ſlumber to a Princeſs ? 
Oh mockery of Greatneſs ! But fee, 
He comes, the rude diſturber of my pillow. 


— — — ——— — 
— — — 2 


... — — — 


* "hs Eh n + 
—— — — — 


gd. A ü — wͤ̃ —— — — 
a oe — — ——— 
n 


—— — — — — 


— —— 


LENIN LEI — 


— ——ññ— — — 
-0 


A 
by Cn EE 


— —— —— ⁊ꝗ 
— _— > — 
— 4 


ax III 
— 


3323 


$34 ' The Tragical Hiftory of 
Enter Glo'ſter. | 


* Ha ! ſtill in tears! let them flow on; they're 
| ns 
Of a — grief why don't ſhe die ? 
She muſt, my intereſt will not let her live, 
The fair Elizabeth hath caught my eye; 
My heart's vacant, and ſhe ſhall fill her place. 
They ſay, that women have but tender hearts: 
*Tis a miſtake, I doubt, Pye found 'em tough: 


They'll bend indeed but he muſt ftrain that cracks 


"ou, | = 81 
All I can hope's to throw her into fickneſs, 
That I may ſend her a phyſician's help. 
So, madam, what you ftill take care, I ſee, 
To let the world believe I love you not. 
This outward mourning now has malice in't, 
So have theſe ſullen, diſobedient tears; 
Fl! have you tell the world I doat on you. 
La. Anne. I with I cou'd but *twill not be be- 
liev'd. | 
Have I deſerv'd this uſage ? 
G1. You have—you do not pleaſe me, as at firſt. 
La. Anne. What have I done? What horrid crime 
committed ? 
61. To me the worſt of crimes ; out-liv'd my lik- 
ing. | 
La. "ny If that be criminal, juſt Heav'n be kind, 
And take me while my penitence is warm 
Oh Sir, forgive, and kill me. | 
Glo. Umph ! no-—the meddling world will call 
that murder : 2 
And I wou'd have em think me pitiful : 
Now wert thou not afraid of ſelf-deſtruction, 
Thou haſt a fair excuſe for't. 
La. Anne. How fain wou'd I be friends with Death! 
Oh nameit. | 
Gle'ft. Thy huſband's hate; nor do I hate thee only 
From the dull'd edge of ſated appetite, 
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But from the eager love I bear another. | 
Some call me hypocrite—— what think'ſt thou now ? 
Do I diſſemble? 

La. Anne, Thy vows of love to me were all diſſem- 

bled. | 

6. Not one — for when I told thee ſo J lov'd : 
Thou art the only ſoul I never yet deceiv'd ; | 
And 'tis my honeſty that tells thee now, 
With all my heart I hate thee. 


If this have no effect, ſhe is immortal. [ A/de. 
La. Anne. Forgive me, Heaven, that I forgave this 
man. | 


Oh may my ſtory told in after-ages, 

Give warning to our eaſy ſex's ears; 

May it unveil the hearts of men, and ftrike 
Them deaf to their diſſimulated love. 


Cateſbdy. My Lord, his Grace of Buckingham attends 
Your Highneſs” pleaſure. {52 
G1 t. Wait on him I'll expect him here. 


[Exit Cateſby, 


Your abſence, madam, will be neceſſary. 
La, Anne. Wou'd my death were ſo LExit. 
Glo ſt. It may be ſhortly. 


Euter Buckingham. 


My couſin, what ſay the Citizens ? 
Buck. Now, by our hopes, my Lord, they are ſenſe- 
leſs ftones 2 
Their heſitating fear has ſtruck em dumb. 
Glo ft. Touch'd you the baſtardy of Edwards chile 
dren ? | 
| Buck, I did, with his contract to Lady Lucy; 
Nay, his own baſtardy, and tyranny for trifles: 
Laid open all your victories in Scetl/and, 
Your diſcipline in war, wiſdom in peace ; 
Your bounty, juſtice, fair humility ; 
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Indeed left nothing that might gild our cauſe 

Untouch'd, or ſlightly handled in my talk: 

And when my oration drew towards an end, 

I urg'd of them, that lov'd their country's good, 

To 9 you right, and cry, Long live King Richard. f 
Glo'/#. And did they ſo? 
_ Not one, by Heaven——but each like ſtatues 
 tx'd, 

Speechleſs and pale, ſtar'd in his fellow's face; 

Which when I ſaw, I reprehended them, 

And aſk'd the Mayor what meant this wilful filence ? 

His anſwer was, the people were not us'd 

To be ſpoken to but by the Recorder; 

Who then took on him to repeat my words, 

Thus faith the Duke, thus hath the Duke inferr'd; 

But nothing urg'd in warrant from himſelf. 

When he had done, ſome followers of my own, 

At th' lower end of th? hall hurl'd up their caps, 

And ſome ten voices cry'd, God /ave King Richard! 

At which I took the *vantage of thoſe few, 

And cry'd, Thanks, gentle citizens, and friends: 

This general applauſe and chearful ſhout 

Argues your wiſdom, and your love to Richard : 

And even here broke off, and came away. 

Glo. : Oh tongueleſs blocks! Wou'd they not 

ſpeak ? 

Will = the Mayor then, and his brethren come ? 

Buck. The Mayor is here at hand feign you ſome 
fear, 

And be not _ with, but by mighty ſuit, 

A prayer-book in your hand, my Lord, were well, 

Standing between two Churchmen of repute ; 

For on that ground Pl] make an holy deſcant ; 

Yet be not eaſily won to our requeſts ; 

Seem, like the virgin, fearful of your wiſhes, 
Glo'fi. My other felf— my counſel's conſiſtory ! 


r EAI RI 


My oracle! my prophet ! my dear couſin ! ] 
I, as a child, will go * thy direction. 
Buck. Hark! the Lord Mayor's at hand -away, my 
4 


Lord ; 
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Nor doubt, but yet we reach our point propos'd. 
Glo'ft. We cannot fail, my Lord, while you are pi- 
lot! 
A little flattery ſometimes does well. [ Exit, 


Enter Lord Mayor and Citizens. 


Buck. Welcome, my Lord; I dance attendance 
here, ; 


I'm afraid the Duke will not be ſpoke withal. 


Enter Cateſby. 


Now, Cateſty, what ſays your Lord to my requeſt ? 
Cateſby. My Lord, he humbly does intreat your 
Grace 
To viſit him to-morrow, or next day : 
He's now retir'd with two right reverend fathers, 
Divinely bent to meditation; 
And in no worldly ſuits wou'd he be mov'd 
To interrupt his holy exerciſe. 
Buck. Return, good Cate/by, to the gracious Duke; 
Tell him, myſelf, the Mayor, and Citizens, 
In deep deſigns, in matters of great moment, 
No leſs importing than our general good, 
Are come to have ſome conference with his Grace. 
Cateſiy. My Lord, I'II inſtantly inform his High- 
neſs, 
Buck. Ah, my Lord! this prince is not an Edward ; 
He is not lolling on a lewd love bed, 
But on his knees at meditation; 
Not dallying with a brace of courtezans ; 
But with two deep divines in ſacred praying : 
Happy were England, wou'd this virtuous prince 
Take on himſelf the toil of ſovereignty. 
Ld. Mayor. Happy indeed, my Lord. 
He will not, fare, refuſe our proffer'd love. | 
Buck. Alas, my Lord! you know him not; his 
mind's 
Above this world — he's for a crown immortal, 
Vor. II. P 


* 
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Look there, his door opens: now where's our hone ? 
Lad. Mayor. See where his Grace ſtands, *tween two 


Clergymen ! 

Buck. Ay, ay, tis there he's caught there's his 
ambition, 5 5 

Ld. Mayer. How low he bows to thank 'em for their 
care! | 


And ſee! a prayer-book in his hand ! | 

Buck, Wou'd he were King, we'd give him leave to 
ray: | | 

Methinls I wiſh it for the love he bears the City. 

How have I heard him vow, he thought it hard 

The Mayor ſhou'd loſe his title with his office. 

Well, who knows? He may be won, 
Ld. Mayor. Ah, my Lord! 
Buck. See, he comes forth 

ſolute; 
I know he's cautious to a fault, but do not 
Leave him till our honeſt ſuit be granted, 


Enter Glo'ſter with a Book, 


Glo'ft. Couſin of Buckingham, 
I do beſeech your Grace to pardon me, 
Who, earneſt in my zealous meditation, 
So long deferr'd the ſervice of my friends; 
Now do I fear I've done ſome ſtrange offence, 
That looks diſgracious in the City's eye. If ſo, 
*Tis juſt you ſhou'd reprove my ignorance. 
Buck. You have, my Lord; we wiſh your Grace, 
On our intreaties, wou'd amend your fault. 
Glo. Elſe wherefore breathe I in a Chriſtian land? 
Buck. Know then, it is your fault, that you reſign 
The ſcepter'd office of your anceſtors, 
Fair England's throne, your own due right of birth, 
'To the corruption of a blemiſh'd ſtock ; 
While in the mildneſs of your ſleeping thoughts, 
(Which here we waken to oyr country's good) 
This wounded iſle does want her proper limbs, 


Which to recure, join'd with thoſe loyal men, 


my friends, be re- 


4 
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Your very worſhipful, and loving friends; 

And by their zealous inſtigation, 

In this juſt cauſe, I come to move your Highneſs, 

That on your gracious ſelf you'd take this charge, 

And kingly government of this your land, 

Not as protector, ſteward, ſubſtitute, 

Or lowly factor for another's gain; 

But as ſucceſſively from blood to blood, 

Your own by right of birth, and lineal glory. 
Glo. I cannot tell, if to depart in ſilence, 

Or bitterly to ſpeak in your reproof, 

Fits beſt with my degree, or your condition 

Therefore to ſpeak in juſt refuſal of your ſuit, 

And then in ſpeaking not to check my friends ; 

Definitively thus I anſwer you : 

Your love deſerves my thanks; but my deſert 

Unmeritable, ſhuns your fond requeſt x 

For, Heav'n be thank'd, there is no need of me; 

The royal flock has left us royal fruit, 

Which, mellow'd by the ſtealing hours of Time, 

Will well become the feat of Majeſty, 

And make us (no doubt) happy by his reign. 

On him I lay what you wou'd lay on me, 

The right and fortune of his happier ſtars ; 

Which Heav'n forbid my thoughts ſhou'd rob him of. 


Buck. My Lord, this argues conſcience in - your 
Grace; | 


But circumſtances well conſider'd, | 

The weak reſpects thereof are nice and trivial, 

You ſay that Edward was your brother's ſon, 

So ſay we too, but not by Edward's wife; 

If ſolemn contracts are of any force, 

That title juſtice gave to Lady Lucy : 

Ev'n of his birth cou'd I ſeverely ſpeak, 

Save that for reverence to ſome alive, 

I give a ſparing limit to my tongue, 
LEI Upon our knees, my Lord, we beg youf 

race 


To wear this precious robe of dipnity, 
Which on a child mutt fit too looſe and heavy; 
P 2 
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"T's 2 befitting both your wiſdom, and your 
Irth. 
Cateſoy. My Lord, this coldneſs is unkind, 
Nor ſuits it with ſuch ardent loyalty. 
Buck. Oh make 'em happy! Grant their lawful ſuit. 
Glo'fi. Alas! why wou'd you heap this care on me? 
I am unfit for ſtate and majeſty, 
I thank you for your loves, but muſt declare 
(I do beſeech you take it not amiſs) 
I will not, dare not, muſt not yield to you. 
Buck. If you refuſe us, thro” a ſoft remorſe, 
Loth to depoſe the child your brother's ſon, 
(As well we know your tenderneſs of heart) 
Yet know, tho? you deny us to the laſt, 
Your brother's ſon ſhall never reign our king, 
But we will plant ſome other in the throne, 
To the diſgrace and downfal of your houſe: 
And thus reſolv'd, I bid you, Sir, farewel. , 
My Lord, and Gentlemen, I beg your pardon 
For this:vain tronble—My intent was good, 
I wou'd have ſerv'd my country and my king, 
But 'twill not be—PFarewel, *tiil next we meet. 
Lad. Mayor. Be not too raſh, my Lord, his Grace re- 
lents. | 
Buck. Away, you but deceive yourſelves. [ Exit. 
Cateſby, Sweet prince, accept their ſuit. . _ 
Ld. Mayor. If you deny us, all the land will rue it. 
Glo. Call him again—you will enforce me to 
A world of cares -l am not made of ſtone, 
But penetrable to your kind intreaties ; 
Tho? Heav'n knows, againſt my own inclining. 


Enter Buckingham. 


Couſin of Backingham, and ſage, grave men, 
Since you will buckle Fortune on my back, 
To bear her burthen, whether I will or no, 

I muſt have patience to endure the load ; 

But if black ſcandal, or foul-fac'd reproach 
Attend the ſequel of your impoſition, 
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Your mere enforcement ſhall acquittance me; 
For Heaven knows, as you may partly ſee, 1238 
How far I am from the defire of this. il 
£4. Mayor. Heawn guard your Grace; we ſee it, 1 
and will ſay it. | 0 
Glo'/?. You will but ſay the truth, my Lord. 1 
Buck. My heart's fo full, it ſcarce has vent for N 
words. | Nel 
My knee will better ſpeak my duty now ! | 
Long live our Sovereign, Richard, King of England . 
C. Indeed, your words have touch'd me nearly, 11 
couſin! | Wn 
Pray riſe I wiſh you cou'd recal *em. Wl | 
Buck. It wou'd be treaſon now, my Lord to- mor- | 
row, 1! 
If it ſo pleaſe your Majeſty, from Council 
Orders ſhall be given for your Coronation, | 
6. Een when you pleaſe, for you will have it fo, 
Back, To-morrow then we will attend your Majeſty, | 
And now we take our leaves with joy. | 
G61 . Couſin, adieu —my loving friends, farewel. 
I muſt unto my holy work again. 
[ Excunt all but Richard. 
Why, now my golden dream is out 
Ambition, like an early friend, throws back 
My curtains with an eager hand, o'erjoy'd 
To tell me what I dreamt is true —— A Crown! 
Thou bright reward of ever-daring minds; 
Oh! how thy awful glory fills my ſoul ! 
Nor can the means that got thee, dim thy luſtre: 
For, not men's love, fear pays thee adoration, 
And fame not more ſurvives from good than evil deeds: 
Th' aſpiring youth, that fir'd the Ephe/fran dome, 
Outlives, in fame, the pious fool that rais'd it, 
Conſcience, lie ſtill, more lives muſt yet be drain'd; 
Crowns got with blood, mult be with blood _—— 
: Exit. 
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Ae r IV. 
SCENE the Tower. 


Enter Queen, Prince Edward, Duke of York, Dutcheſs of 
| York, and Lady Anne in Tears. 


P. Ed.FYRAY, Madam, do not leave me yet, 
For I have many more complaints to tell 
ou. 

Queen. And I unable to redreſs the leaſt. 

W hat wou'dſt thou ſay, my child? 

P. Ed. Oh, mother, fince I have lain i' th' Tower, 
My reft has {till been broke with frightful dreams, 
Or ſhocking news has wak'd me into tears: 

I'm ſcarce allow'd a friend to viſit me; 

All my old honeſt ſervants are turn'd off, 

and in their rooms are ſtrange ill-natur'd fellows, 
Who look fo bold, as they were all my maſters; | 
And Pm afraid they'll ſhortly take you from me. 

Dut. of Tork. Oh mournful hearing! 

Ja. Anne. Oh! unhappy prince! 

D. of York. Dear brother, why do you weep ſo? 
You make me cry too ! 

Queen. Alas! poor innocence! 5 

P. Ed. Wou'd I but knew at what my uncle aime; 
If *twere my crown, I'd freely give it him, 
So he'd but let me joy my life in quiet. | 

D. of York, Why, will my uncle kill us, brother? 

P. Ed. I hope he won't, we never injur'd him. 

Queen. I cannot bear to ſce em thus. (Weeping. 


Enter Lord Stauley. 


Stanley. Madam, I hope your Majeſty will pardon 
What 1 am griev'd to tell, unwelcome news! 
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Queen. Ah me! more ſorrow yet! My Lord, we've 


lon 
| Deſpair'd of happy tidings; pray, what is't ? | 
Stanley, On Tueſday laſt, your noble kinſmen, Ri- 
Ver's, 
Grey, and Sir Thomas Vaughan, at Pomfret, 
Were executed on a public ſcaffold, 
Dut. of York, Oh diſmal tidings ! 
P. Ed. Oh poor uncles! I doubc my turn is next. 
La. Anne. Nor mine, I fear, far off. 
Queen. Why then, let's welcome blood and maſſacre, 
Yield all our throats to the fierce tiger's rage, 
And die lamenting one another's wrongs; 
Oh |} I foreſaw this ruin of our houſe, [Weepr. 


Enter Catelby. 


Cateſiy. Madam, the King 
Has ſent me to inform your Majeſty, 
That you prepare (as is advis'd from Council) 
To-morrow for your royal coronation. 
Queen. What do J hear? Support me, Heaven. 
La. Aare. Deſpightful tidings! Oh, unpleaſing 
news! 
Alas, I heard of this before, but could not 
For my ſoul take heart to tell you of it. 
Cate/ty. The King does farther wiſh your Majeſty 
Wou'd leſs employ your viſits at the Tcaver ; 
He gives me leave t' attend you to the court, 
And is impatient, madam, till he ſees you. 
La. Arne. Farewel to all; and thou, poor injur'd 
deen, 
Forgive the unfriendly duty J muſt pay. 
Queen. Alas, kind ſoul, I envy not thy glory, 
Nor think P'm pleas'd thou'rt partner in our ſorrow. 
Cateſby. Madam. 
La. Anne. I come. 
Queen. Fare wel, thou woeful welcomer of glory. 
Cateſby. Shall I attend your MajeRy ? 
La. Anne. Attend me ! 1 to be crown'd ? 
4 
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Let me with deadly venom be anointed, 
And die ere man can ſay, Long live the Quees. 
Deen. Poor grieving heart! I pity thy complain- 
; 


ing. 
La. Anne. No more than with my ſoul I mourn for 
ours: 
A long farewel to all. [Exit with Cateſby. 


Stanley. Take comfort, madam. _— 
Qucen. Alas! where is it to be fond — 
Death and deſtruction follow us ſo cloſe, 
They ſhortly mult o'ertake us, 
Stanley, In Brittany, 
My ſon-in-law, the Earl of Richmond, ſtill 
Reſides, who with a jealous eye obſerves. 
The lawleſs actions of aſpiring Glo'/er ; 
To him, wou'd I adviſe you, madam, fly 
Forthwith for aid, protection, and redreſs : 
He will, Pm ſure, with open arms receive you. 
Dut. of York. Delay not, madam. 
For 'ts the only hope that Heav'n has left us, 
Qucen. Do with me what you pleaſe 
| change 
Muſt ſurely better our condition. 
Stanley. I farther wou'd adviſe you, madam, this in- 
ſtant 
To remove the Princes to ſome 
Remote abode, where you yourſelf are miſtreſs. 
'P. Ed. Dear madam, take me hence, for I ſhall 
ne'er | 
Enjoy a moment's quiet here, 
D. of York. Nor I; pray, mother, let me go too. 
Queen. Come then, my pretty young ones, | let's 
away, . | 
For here you lie within the falcon's reach, 
Who watches but th' unguarded hour to ſeize you. 


for any 


Enter Lieutenant. 


Lieut. I beg your Majeſty will pardon me; 
But the young Princes muſt, on no account, 
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Have egreſs from the Tower. 
Nor mult, (without the King's eſpecial licenſe) 
Of what degree ſoever, any perſon 
Have admittance to *em—all muſt retire. 
Ven. I am their mother, Sir, who elſe commands 
'em? 
If I paſs freely, they ſhall follow me. 
For you Pl! take the peril of your fault upon my- 
ſelf. 
Lieut, My inclination, madam, would oblige you; 
But I am bound by oath, and mult obey ; 
Nor, madam, can I now with ſafety antwer 
For this continued viſit. 
Pleaſe you, my Lord, to read theſe orders. 
Queen. Oh heav* nly pow'rs | Shall I not ſtay with 
'em ? 
Lieut. Such are the King's commands, madam, 
Queen. My Lord! 
Stanley. Tis too true and it were in vain t'oppoſe 
'em. 
Queen. Support me, Heav'n! 
For life can never bear the pangs of ſuch a parting. 
Oh my poor children! Oh! diſtracting thought! 
I dare not bid 'em (as I ſhou'd) farewel; 
And then to part in ſilence, ſtabs my ſoul ! [ 
P. Ed. What, muſt you leave us, mother ? | 
Queen. What ſhall 1 ſay ? [Alde. 
But for a time, my loves ——we ſhall meet again, 
At leaſt in Heaven. 
D. of York. Won't you take me with you, mother? 
I ſh:ll be ſo 'fraid to ſtay when you are gone. 
ueen. I cannot ſpeak to 'em, and yet we muſt 
Be Fan let theſe kiſſes ſay farewel. 
Why! oh why! juſt Heav'n, mult theſe be our laſt ! 
Dut. of York. Give not your grief ſuch way 
ſudden when you part. 
Queen, I will — ſince it muſt be- to Heav'n I leavs 
'em: 
Hear me, ye guardian Powers of Innocence 
Awake or ſleeping — Oh protect cm ſtill! 


1 


be 
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Szill may their helpleſs youth attract men's piry, 
That when the arm of cruelty is rais'd, 
Their looks may drop the lifted dagger down 
From the ſtern murderer's relenting hand, 
And throw him on his knees in penitence. 

Both Princes, O mother ! mother ! 


Queen. Oh my poor children! [ Exeunt ſeverally, 


SCENE the Preſence. 


Diſcovering Glo'ſter ſeated, Buckingham, Cateſby, Rat- 
| cliff, Lovel, c. 


G1 . Stand all apart Couſin of Buckingham. 
Buck. My gracious Sovereign. —_ 
61%, Give me thy hand; 
At length by thy advice and thy aſſiſtance, 
Is Glo ſter ſeated on the Eng/i/þ Throne. 
But ſay, my couſin, 
What, ſhall we wear theſe glories for a day ? 
Or ſhall they laſt, and we rejoice in 'em ? 


Buck. 1 hope for ages, Sir, —— long may they grace 
vou. ; 

G4 %. Oh Buckingham ! now do. play che touch- 
ſtone, 


To try if thou be current friend indeed. 
Young Edward lives, ſo does his brother York, 
Now think what I wou'd ſpeak. | 
Buck, Say on, my gracious Lord, 
Glee. | tell thee, Cuz, Ive lately had two ſpiders 
Crawling upon my ſtartled hopes : 
Now tho? thy. friendly hand has bruſh'd 'em from me, 
Yet ſtill they crawl offenſive to my eyes; 


I wou'd have ſome kind friend to tread upon 'em. 
1 wou'd be King, my Couſin. 
Buck. Why, ſo I think you are, my Royal Lord. 
Gloft, Ha! am 1 King? 'Tis ſo - but] ]·Aaurd 
lives. 


Buck. Molt true, my Lord. 
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Gg. Couſin, thou wert not wont to be ſo dull. 
Shall I be plain I wiſh the baſtards dead ; 
And [ wou'd have it ſuddenly perform'd: 
Now, couſin, canſt thou anſwer me? 
Buck. None dare diſpute your Highneſs? pleaſure. 
G64 . Indeed! methinks thy kindneſs freezes, 
couſin, 
Thou doſt refuſe me then! They ſhall not die. 
Buck. My Lord, ſince *tis an action cannot be 
Recall'd, allow me but ſome pauſe to think, 
V1! inſtantly reſolve your Highneſs. IErit. 
Cataſoy. The King ſeems angry; ſee, he gnaws his 
lip. : 
0e. Ill henceforth deal wi th ſhorter-ſighted fools; 
None are for me that look into my deeds 
With thinking eyes 
High-reaching Buckingham grows eireumſpect; 
1 he beſt on't is, it may be done without him, 
Tho? not ſo well perhaps Had he conſented, 
Why then the murder had been his, not mine. 
We'll make a ſhift as *tis—Come hither, Care/by ; 
Where's that ſame Tirrel whom thou told*ſt me of? 
Haſt thou given him thoſe ſums of gold I order'd ? 
Cateſoy. I have, my Liege. 
G1 Where is he ? 
Catesby, He waits your Highneſs' pleaſure. 
Gloft, Give him this ring, and fay myſelf 
Will bring him farther orders inſtantly. [Exit Cateſby. 
The deep revolving Duke of Buckingham 4 
No more ſhall be the neighbour to my counſels :. 
Has he ſo long held out with me untir'd, 
And ſtops he now for breath? Well, be it ſo, 


Enter Lord. Stanley. 


Mow now, Lord Stanley, what's the news ? | 
N . I hear, my Liege, the Lord Marquis of Dor- 
et 
Is fled to Richmond, now ” Brittany. 
"Ii 
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* 6b ; Why, let him go, my Lord, he may be 

par d. 

Hark 2 Ratcliff, when ſaw'ſt thou Anne my 

ueen | 

Is ſhe ſtill weak? Has my Phyſician ſeen her? 
Ratcliff. He has, my Lord, and fears her mightily. 
Glo. But he's exceeding ſkilful, ſhe'll mend ſhort- 
Ratcliff, I hope ſhe will, my Lord. 
Glo'ft. And if ſhe does, | have miſtook. my man. 

I muſt be marry'd to my brother's daughter, 

At whom 1 know the Briton, Richmond, aims; 

And by that knot, looks proudly on the crown.. 

But then to ſtain me with her brothers blood; 

Is that the way to wooe the ſiſter's love ? 

No matter what's the way——for while they live, 

My goodly kingdom's on a weak foundation. 

*Tis done, my daring heart's reſolv'd 


dead ! 


they're 


Enter Buckingham. 


Buck. My Lord, I have conſider'd in my mind 
The late requeſt that you did ſound me in. 
Glo'ſt. Well, let that reſt- Dorſet is fled to 
Richmond. | 
Buck, | have heard the news, my. Lord. 
Glo. Stanley, he's your near kinſman—well, look 
to him, | 
Buck, My Lord, I claim that gift, my due by pro- 
miſe, 
For which your honour and your faith's engag'd ; 
The Earldom of Hereford, and thoſe moveables, 
Which you have promiſed I ſhall poſſeſs. 
Glo'ft. Stanley, look to your wife, if ſhe convey 
Letters to Richmond, you ſhall anſwer it. | 
Buck. What ſays your Highneſs to my juſt requeſt ? 
Glo. I do remember me, Harry the Sixth 


Did propheſy, that Richmond ſhou'd be King, 
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When Richmond was a little peeviſh boy. 
"Tis odd a King, perhaps 


Enter Cateſby. 
Cateſy. My Lord, I have obey'd your Highneſs 


orders. 
Buck, May it pleaſe you to reſolve me in my ſuit, 
Glo. Lead Tirrel to my cloſet, Il meet him. 
Buck. I beg your Highneſs' ear, my Lord. 
Glo. Pm buſy——thou troubleſt me 'm not 
1 th” vein, Exit 


Buck, Oh patience, Heav'n ! Is't thus he pays my 


ſervice ? | 
Was it for this I rais'd him to the Throne? 
Oh! if the peaceful dead have any ſenſe | 
Of thoſe vile injuries they bore, while living; 
Then ſure the joyful ſouls of blood-ſuck'd Eqgward, 
Henry, Clarence, Haſlings, and all that through. 
Bis fotl corrupted dealings have miſcarry'd, 
Will from the walls of Heav'n in ſmiles look down 
To ſee this Tyrant tumbling from his Throne. 
bis fall unmourn'd, and bloody as their own. [ Exit. 


SCE N E, the Tower, 
Enter Tirrel, Dighton, and Foreſt. 


Tirrel, Come, gentlemen, 

Have you concluded on the means? 
Foreſt. <moth-ring will make no noiſe, Sir. | 
Tirrel, Let it be done th? dark —— for ſhou'd you 


fee | 
Their young faces, who knows how far their looks 
Of innocence may tempt you into pity ? 
Foreſt. Tis eaſe, and living well, makes innocence, 
I hate a face leſs guilty than my own ; 
Were all that now ſeem honeſt, deep as we 
In trouble, and in want, they'd all be rogues, 
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Tirrel. Stand back 
the keys ? 


Lieutenant, have you brought 


Enter Lieutenant. 


Lieut, I have 'em, Sir, 
Tirrel. Then here's your warrant to deliver 'em. 
[Giving a ring, 
Lient, Your ſervant, Sir. 
What can this mean ? why at this dead of night 

To give em too! *Tis not for me t' enquire, Exit. 
Me, There, gentlemen; [ Exeunt ſeverelly. 

That way——you have no farther need of me.. 


Enter Glo'ſter. 


Glo. Wou'd it were done: 
There is a buſy ſomething here, 
That fooliſh cuſtom has made terrible 
To the intent of evil deeds; and Nature too, 
As if ſhe knew me womaniſh, and weak, 
Tugs at my heart-firings with complaining cries, 
To talk me from my purpoſe | 
_ the thoughts of what men's tongues will 
; 
Of 8 45 their hearts muſt think; 
To have no creature love me living, nor 
My memory when dead. 5 
Shall future ages, when theſe children's tale 
Is told, drop tears in pity of their hapleſs fate, 
And read with deteſtation the miſdeeds of Gi Her, 
The crook-back'd Tyrant, cruel, barbarous, 
And bloody—— Will they not ſay too, 
That to poſſeſs the crown, nor laws divine 
Nor human ſtopt my way ?—Why let em ſay it; 
They can't but ſay I had the crown; 
I was not fool as well as villain. 
Hark ! the murder's doing: Princes, farewel, 


To me there's muſick in your paſſing- bell. 


King Rieu D the Third, 351 


Enter Tirrel. 


Tirrel. Tis done; the barbarous bloody act is done. 
Ha! the King his coming hither at this 
Late hour, ſpeaks him impatient for the news. 


Enter Glo'ſter. 


Glo'ft. Now, my Tirrel, how are the brats diſpos'd ? 
Say, am I happy? Haſt thou dealt upon em? 
Tirrel. If to have done the thing you gave in charge 
Beget your happineſs, then, Sir, be happy, 
For it is done. 
Glo'ft. But didſt thou ſee em dead ? 
Tirrel, I did, my Lord. 
Glo'ff. And bury'd, my good Tirrel? 
7 2 In that I thought to aſk your Grace's plea- 
ure, 
61. I have it'll have em ſure get me 
a coffin 
Pull of holes, let 'em be both cramm'd into it, 
And hark thee, in the night-tide throw '*em down 
The Thames once in, they'll find the way to the 
bottom ; | | 
Mean time, but think how I may do thee good, 
And be inheritor of thy defire, 
Tirrel. I humbly thank your Highneſs, 
Gl. About it ſtraight, good 7irrel. | 
Tirrel, Conclude it done, my Lord. [ Exit. 
G Why then my loudeſt fears are huſh'd ; 
The ſons of Edward have eternal rett, 
And Anne my wife has bid this world good night : 
While fair Elizabeth, my beauteous niece, 
Like a new morn, lights onward to my wiſhes, 


Enter Cateſby. 
Catesby, My Lord, 
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G1 . Good news, or bad, that thou com'ſt in ſo 
bluntly ? | 
Catesby, Bad news, my Lord; Morton is fled to 
: Richmond, 
And Buckingham, back'd with the hardy Welbmer, 
Is in the field, and ſtill his power increaſes. 
G5 %. Morton with Richmond, touches me more 
near | 
Than Buckingham, and his raſh-levy'd numbers. 
But come, dangers retreat, when boldly they're con- 
fronted, 
And dull delays lead impotence and fear ; 
Then fiery expedition raiſe my arm, 
And fatal may it fall on cruſh'd rebellion. 
Let's muſter men, my council is my ſhield, 


We muſt be brief when traitors brave the field. 
[ Exit. 


Enter Queen, and Dutcheſs of Vork. 
Oh my tender 


Oxeen, Oh my poor children 
babes! 5 
My unblown flowers, pluck'd by untimely hands; 
If yet your gentle ſouls fly in the air, 
And be not fix'd in doom perpetual ; 
Hover about me with your airy wings, 
And hear your mother's lamentation. 
beg foo + their guardian Angels when this deed was 
one ? | | 
Dut. of York. So many miſeries have drain'd my 
eyes, | 
That ny woe-wearted tongue is ſtill and mute; 
Why ſhou'd calamity be full of words ? 
Queen, Let's give em ſcope, for tho' they can't re- 
moye, 
Yet do they eaſe affliction. | 
Dut. of York, Why then, let us be loud in excla- 
mations 3 
To Richard, haſte, and pierce him with our cries; 
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That from henceforth his conſcience may out-tongue 
The cloſe whiſpers of his relentleſs heart. 
Hark ! his trumpet ſounds this way he muſt paſs. 
[Trumpet ſounds a march. 
Queen. Alas! I've not the daring to confront him. 
Dut. of York. I have a mother's right, [II force him 
hear me. 


Enter Glo'fler and Cateſby, with Forces. 


Gh'ft. Who interrupts me in my expedition ? 
Dut. of York, Doſt thou not know me? Art thou 
not my ſon? - 
Glo. I cry you mercy, madam, is it you? 
Dut of Tork. Art thou my ſon ? 1 
Go 47 Ay, I thank Heav'n, my father and your- 
el 
Dut. of York. Then I command thee hear me. 
G14. Madam, I have a touch of your —— 
That cannot brook the accent of reproof. 
Dut. of York. Stay, I'll be mild and gentle! in my 
words. 
G/#?/#. And brief, good mother, for I am in haſte. 
Put. of York. Why, I have ſtaid for thee (juſt Hea- 
ven knows) 
In torment and in agony. 
G61 t. And came I not at laſt to comfort you ? 
Dur. of York. No, on my ſoul, too well thou know'R 
it. | 
A grievous burthen was thy birth to me z 
Techy aud wayward was thy infancy ; 
Thy prime of manhood, daring, bold, and ſtubborn ; ; 
Thy age confirm'd, moſt ſubtle, proud, and bloody. 
Gt. If I am fo diſgracious in your eye, 
Let me march on, and not offend you, madam z 
Strike up the drum. 
Dur. of York. Yet ſtay, I charge thee hear me, 
Queen. If not, hear me. for I have wrongs wi 
ſpeak 
Without a tongue——methinks the very y fight 
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Of me ſhou'd turn thee into ſtone ; 
Where are my children, Glo fer ? | 
Dut. of York, Where is thy brother ene ? 
Queen. Where Haſtings ? 
Dut. of York, Rivers? 
Queen. Vaughan? 
Put. of York. Grey? 
G1 t. A flouriſh, trumpet, ſtrike alarum, drums, 
Let not the Heav' ns hear theſe tell-tale women 
Rail on the Heav'n's Anointed-—Strike, I ſay. 
[ Alarum 0 FA drums and trumpets. 
air, 
Or with the clamorous report of war 
Thus will I drown your exclamations. 
Dut. of York, Then hear me, Heav'n, and Heav'n at 
his lateſt hour 
Be deaf to him, as he is now deaf to me. 
Ere from this war he *turn a conqueror, 
Ye powers, cut cff his dangerous thread of life, 
Leſt his black ſins rife higher in account, 


Than hell has pains to puniſh. 


Miſchance and ſorrow wait thee to the field, 
Heart's diſcontent, languid, and lean deſpair, 
With all the hells of gwlt, purſue thy Reps for ever, 
[ Ext. 
Quern. Tho? far more cauſe, yet much leſs power to 
curſe, 
Abides in me——1 ſay Amen to her. 
Glo. Stay, madam, I wou'd beg ſome words with 
you. 
FE wy What canſt thou aſk, that I have now to 
grant ? 
Is't another ſon ? G1 er, I have none. 
Glo. You have a beauteous daughter, aue Elixa- 
beth. 
Queen. Muſt ſhe die too? 
Glo'ft, For whole fair ſake I'll bring more good to 
vou, 
Than ever you or yours from me had harm. 


So in the Letbe of thy angry ſou] 
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Thou'lt drown the ſad remembrance of thoſe wrongs 
Which thou ſuppoſeſt me the cruel cauſe of, 
Queen, Be — leſt that the proceſs of thy kind- 
neſs | 
Laſt longer telling than thy kindneſs date. 
G4, Know then, that from my ſoul I love the 
fair 
Elizabeth, and will, with your permiſſion, 
Seat her on the 'Throne of England. 
Queen. Alas! vain man, how canſt thou wooe her? 
Glo. That I wou'd learn of you, | 
As one being beſt acquainted with her humour. 
Queen. It thou wilt learn of me, then wooe her 
thus : 
Send to her, by the man that kill'd her brothers, 
A pair of bleeding hearts——thereon engrave 
Edward and York——then haply will ſhe weep. 
On this preſent her with an handkerchief, 
Stain'd with their blood, to wipe her woe full eyes: 
If this inducement move her not to love, 
Read o'er the hiſtory of thy noble deeds 
Tell her, thy policy took off her uncles, _ 
Clarence, Rivers, Grey, nay, and for her ſake 
Made quick conveyance with her dear aunt Aune. 
Glo'ft, You mock me, madam ; this is not the way / 
To win your daughter. ad 
Queen. There is no other way, | 
Unleſs thou cou'dit put on ſome other form, 
And not be Ger, that has done all this, 
Glo'ft. As I intend to proſper and repent, 
So thnive I in my dangerous affairs 
Of hoſtile arms; myſelf, myſelf confound, 
Heav'n and Fortune bar me happy hours, 
Day yield me not thy light, nor Night thy reſt ; 
Be oppoſite all planets of good-luck 
To my proceeding, if with dear heart's love, 
Immaculate devotion, holy thoughts, 
I tender not the fair £/;zzabeth : 
In her conſiſts thy happineſs an] mine; 
Without her, follows to myſelf and thee, 
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Herſelf, the land, and many a Chriſtian ſoul, 
Death, deſolation, ruin, and decay: 
It cannot, will not be avoided, but by this. 
Queen. What ſhall I fay? Still to affront his love, 
I fear will but incenſe him to revenge ; 
And to conſent, I ſhou'd abhor myſelf : 
Yet I may ſeemingly comply, and thus 
By ſending Richmond word of his intent, 
Shall gain ſome time to let my child eſcape him. | 
It ſhall be fo—— LAfde. 
I have conſider'd, Sir, of your important wiſhes, 
And cou'd | but believe you real 
61 . Now by the ſacred Hoſts of Saints above 
Queen. Oh do not ſwear, my Lord, I aſk no oath, 
Unleſs my daughter doubt you more than IJ. 
61 ft. Oh my kind mother, (I mult call you ſo) 
Be thou to her my love's ſoft orator ; 
Plead what I will be, not what I have been ; 
Not my deſerts, but what 1 will deſerve. 
And when this warlike arm ſhall have chaſtis'd 
'The audacious rebel, hot-brain'd Backingham ; 
Bound with triumphant garlands will 1 come, 
And lead your daughter to a Conqueror's bed. 
Queen. My Lord, farewel——1n ſome few days ex- 
ect : 


To hear how fair a progreſs I have made : 
Till when be happy as you're penitent. | 
Glo'/t. My heart goes with you to my love, farewel, 
* Exit Queen. 
Relenting, ſhallow-thoughted woman! 


Enter Ratclif. 


How now ? the news ? 
Ratcliff. Moſt gracious Sovereign, on the Meistern 
coaits 
Rides a moſt powerful navy, and our fears 
Inform us Richmond is their Admiral. 
There do they hull, expecting but the aid | 
Of Buckingham to welcome them aſhore. [Extt, 
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Ch. We muſt prevent him then — Come hither, 
Cateſby. | 


Cateſiy. My Lord, your pleaſure ! 
Glo*ft. Poſt to the Duke of Norfolk inſtantly, 
Bid him ftraight levy all the ſtrength and power 
That he can make, and meet me ſuddenly 


At Salisbury — Commend me to his Grace——away. 
| I. Exit Catelby. 


Enter Lord Stanley. 


Well, my Lord, what news have you gather'd ? 
Stanley, Richmond is on the ſeas, my Lord. 
Gloſt. There let him fink——and be the ſeas on 
him, | 
White-liver'd renegade ——what does he there? 
* I know not, mighty Sovereign, but by 
ueſs. 
Cl. Well, as you gueſs. 
Stanley, Stirr'd up by Dorſet, Buckingham, and Mor- 
ton, ; 
He makes for England, here to claim the Crown. 
Gt. Traitor! the Crown 
Where is thy power then to beat him back? 
Where be thy tenants, and thy followers ? 
The foe upon our coaſt, and thou no friends to meet 
*em ? | 3 
Or haſt thou march'd them to the Veſters ſhore, 
To give the rebels conduct from their ſhips ? 
Stanley. My Lord, my friends are ready all th? 
North. 
Glo. The North ! why what do they do i'th' Norzh, 
When they ſhou'd ſerve their Sovereign in the Weſt? 


Stanley, They yet have had no orders, Sir, to 
move : 


If *tis your royal pleaſure they ſhou'd march, 
Ill lead them on with utmoſt haſte to join you; 
Where, and what time your Majeſty ſhall pleaſe. 


Glen. What, thou would'ſt be gone to join with 
Richmond r | 
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Stanley, Sir, you have no cauſe to doubt my loyalty 
I ne'er yet was, nor ever will be falſe. 

G1. Away then to thy friends, and lead 'em on 
To meet me=———Hold, come back—<—1I will not 

truſt thee, 

I've thought a way to make thee ſure your ſon, 
George Stanley, Sir, I'II have him left behind, 
And look your heart be firm, 

Or elſe his head's aſſurance is but frail. 
Szanley, As I prove true, my Lord, ſo deal W 
| *. 


* 


Enter Ratcliff. 


Ratclif.. My Lord, the army of great Buckingham, 
By ſudden floods, and falls of waters, 
Is half loſt, and ſcatter'd : 
And he himſelf wander'd away alone, 
No man knows whither. | 
G1. Has any careful officer proclaim'd 
Reward to him that brings the craytor in ? 
_— Such proclamation has been made, my 
Lord. 


| h Exter Cateſby. 
Cateſty. My Liege, the Duke of Buckingham is ta- 


ken. 

Glo. Off with his head — ſo much for Bucking- 
ham. | | 

Cateſoy. My Lord, I am ſorry I muſt tell more 
news, 


Glot, Out with it. 
Catesby. The Earl of Richmond with a mighty power, 
Is landed, Sir, at Milford; 
And to confirm the news, Lord Marquis Dorſet, 
And Sir Thomas Lowewel, are up in Yorkſhire. 
Gli. Why ay, this looks rebellion=—Ho! my 
horſe! 
By Heav'n the news alarms my ſtirring ſoul ; 
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And as the wretch, whoſe fever-weaken'd joints, 
Like ſtrengthleſs hinges buckle under life, 
Impatient of his fit, breaks like a fire, 

From his fond keeper's arms, and ſtarts away : 
Ev'n ſo theſe war-worn limbs grown weak, 
From war's diſuſe, being now enrag'd with war, 
Feel a new fury, and are thrice themſelves. 
Come forth, my honeſt ſword, which here I vow, 
By my ſoul's hope, ſhall ne'er again be ſneath'd; 
Ne'er ſhall theſe watching eyes have needful reſt, 
Till death has clos'd 'em in a glorious grave, 


Or fortune given me meaſure of revenge. IXxit. 
C . ² 
A Cit 


SCENT TIT 
Enter Richmond, Oxford, Blunt, Herbert, and others, 


Rich.” PHUS far into the bowels of the land 
Have we march'd on without impedi- 
ment, 

Glo'fter, the bloody and devouring boar, 
Whoſe ravenous appetite has ſpoil'd your fields, 
Laid this rich country waſte, and rudely cropt 
Its ripen'd hopes of fair poſterity, | 
Is now even in the center of the Iſle, 
As we're inform'd, near to the town of Leice/er ; 
From Tamworth thither, is but one day's march 
And here receive we from our father Stanley, 
Lines of fair comfort, and encouragement, 
Such as will help and animate our cauſe ; 
On which let's cheerly on, courageous friends, 
To reap the harveſt of a laſting peace, 
Or fame inore laſting from a well-fought war. 

Oxford. Your words have fire, my Lord, and warm 
Our men, 
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Who look'd methought, but cold before—diſhearten'd 
With the unequal numbers of the foe, 

Rich. Why, double 'em ſtill, our cauſe wou'd con- 

quer dem. | 

Thrice is he arm'd that has his quarre] juſt, 
And he but naked, tho? lock'd up in ſteel, 
Whoſe conſcience with i injuſtice 1s corrupted : 
The very weight of G/o/ter's guilt ſhall cruſh him. 

Blunt. His beſt of friends, no doubt, will ſoon be 

ours. 

Oxford. He has no friends, but what are ſuch thro? 

fear. 

Rich. And we no foes but what are ſuch to Heav'n. 
Then doubt not, Heav'n's for-us—let's on, my friends, 
True hope ne'er tires, but mounts with eagle's wings; 
Kings it makes gods, and meaner creatures Kings. 

[ Excunt, 


SCENE, Boſworth-Field. 


Enter Glo'fter, Norfolk, Ratcliff, Surrey, &c. 


Gle'ft, Here pitch our tent, e'en in Po/worth-field: 
My good Lord of Norfolk, the cheerful ſpeed 
Of 2 ſupply has merited my thanks. 
Norfolk. I am rewarded, Sir, in having power 
To ſerve. your Majeſty. 
Glo. You have our thanks, my Lord; up with my 
tent, 
Here will I lie to- night but where to-morrow ? 
Well, no matter where Has any careful friend 
Diſcover'd yet the number of the rebels ? 
Norfolk. My Lord, as I from ſpies am well inform'd, 
Six or ſeven thouſand is their utmoſt power. 
Glo. Why, our battalions treble that account; 
Beſides, the King's name 1s a tower of ſtrength, 
Which they upon the adverſe faction want. 
Norfolk, Their wants are greater yet, my Lordi 
thoſe e' en | 
Of motion, life and ſpirit Did you but kaow 
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How wretchedly their men diſgrace the field! 
Oh ſuch a tatter'd hoſt of mounted, ſcare- crows 
So poor, ſo famiſh'd; their executors, 
The greedy crows, fly hov'ring oer their heads, 
Impatient for their lean inheritance. 
Glo'ft. Now by St. Paul, we'll ſend 'em dinnets 
and apparel ; 
Nay, give their faſting horſes. provender, 
And after fight 'em. How long muſt we ſtay, 
My Lords, before theſe deſperate fools will give 
Us time to lay em with their faces upwards ? 
Norfolk. Unleſs their famine ſaves our ſwords that 
labour, 
To-morrow's ſun will light them to their ruin; 
So ſoon, I hear, they mean to give us battle. 
Glo'fl. The ſooner ſtill the better 
Lords, 
Now let's ſurvey-the *vantage of the ground. 
Call me ſome men of found direQion. 
Norfolk. My gracious Lord 
G1. What ſay'ſt thou, Norfolk 2 
Norfolk. Might I adviſe your Majeſty, you yet 
Shall ſave the blood that may be ſhed to-morrow. 
Glo'ft. How fo, my Lord ? 
Norfolk, The poor condition of the rebels tells me, 
That on a pardon offered to the lives | 
Of thoſe who inſtantly ſhall quit their arms, 
Young Richmond ere to-morrow's dawn were friendleſs. 
Glo'/t. Why that indeed was our Sixth Harry's way, 
Which made his reign one ſcene of rude commotion. 
Ill be in men's deſpite a monarch ; not, 
Let Kings that fear, forgive——Blows and revenge for 


me. e 


Come, my 


Enter Richmond, Oxford, Blunt, Sir William Bran- 
dow Oe. 


Rich. The weary ſun has made a golden 40 
And by yon ruddy brightneſs of the clouds, 


Gives tokens of 4 goodly day to-morrow, 
Vor. II, 
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Sir Villiam Brandon, you ſhall bear my ſtandard, 
Here have I drawn the model of our battle, 
Which parts in juſt proportion our ſmall power: 
Here may each leader know his ſeveral charge. 
My Lord of Oxford, you Sir Walter Herbert, 
And you, Sir William Brandon, ſtay with me; 
The Earl of Pembroke-keeps his regiment. 


Enter Soldier, 


Sol. Sir, a gentleman that calls himſelf %arnley, 
Deſires admittance to the Earl of Richmond. 

Rich. Now by our hopes, my noble father-in-law ; 
Admit him my good friends, your leave awhile, 


Enter Lord Stanley. 


My honour'd father! on my ſoul 
The joy of ſeeing you this night, is more 
Than my moſt knowing hopes prefag*d———— What 
news ? ; 
Stanley. | by commiſſion bleſs thee from thy mother, 
Who prays continually for Richmond's good: 
The ()neen too, has with tears of joy conſented, 
Thou ſhouldſt eſpouſe Elixabeth her daughter, 
At whom the tyrant Richard cloſely aims. 
In brief (for now the ſhorteſt moment of 
My ſtay is bought with hazard of my life) 
Prepare thy battle early in the morning, 
(For ſo the ſeaſon of affairs requires) 
And this be ſure of, I, upon the firſt 
Occaſion offer'd, will deceive ſome eyes, 
And aid thee in this doubtful ſhock of arms, 
In which I had more forward been ere this, - 
But that the life of thy young brother George 
(Whom for my pawn of faith ſtern Richard keeps) 
Wou'd then be forfeit to his wild revenge. 
Farewel, the rude enforcement of the time 
Denies me to renew thoſe vows of love, 


Which ſo long ſunder'd friends ſhould dwell upon. 


King RicHard the Third. 363 


Rich, We may meet again, my Lord | 
Stanley. Lill then, once more farewel—be reſolute 
and conquer. (Ext. 
Rich. Give him ſafe conduct to his regiment. 
Well, Sirs, to-morrow proves a buſy day; | 
But come, the night's far {pent=—— let's in to coun- 
cll ; : 
Captain, an hour before the ſun gets up 
Let me be wak'd I will in perſon walk 
From tent to tent, and early cheer the ſoldiers. 


[ Exennt, 


SCENE, Bofworth-Ficld. 


Enter Gloſter, Ratcliff, Norfolk, and Cateſby. 


Gl. Catesby. 
Catesby. Here. my Lord, 
Glo. Send oat a purſuivant at arms 
To 6Gazl:y's regiment.: bid him fore ſunniſe 
Meet me with his power, or young George's head 
Shall pay the forfeit of his cold delay. 
What, is my beaver eaſier than it was, 
And all my armour laid into my tent ? | 
Cateſby. It is, my Liege; all is in readineſs; 
Glo t. Good Nor folk, his thee to thy charge; 
Uſe careful watch——chooſe truſty centinels, 
Norfolk. Doubt not, my Lord 
61 . Be ſtirring with the lark, go: d Norfolk. 
Norfolk, I ſhall, my Lord Exit. 
61 . Saddle White Surrey for the field to-morrow. 
Is ink and paper ready? 
Catesby. It is, my Lord, | 
G1, An hour after midnight, come to my tent, 
And heip to arm me—a good night, my friends. ” 
8 ; xt. 
Catesby, Methinks the King has not that pleas'd ala- 
crity, 
Nor cheer of mind that he was wont to have. 


Q 2 


— 


r müA ß 
- : * 


— —— —— — — —— — — — mm 
7 — — —ꝛ—ẽ7 . — — — - 
_ PET CD —— — 

— — — —— — — _— 


. ——— on 


364 The Tragical Hiflory of 


Ratchf. The mere effect of buſineſs ; 
You'll find him, Sir, another man i'th' field. 


When you ſhall ſee him with his beaver up, 


2 to mount his neighing ſteed, with whom 

He, ſmiling, ſeems to have | four wanton talk, 

Clapping his pamper'd ſides to hold him {ill ; 
hen with a motion ſwift, and light as air, 

Like fiery Mars, he vaults him to the ſaddle; 

Looks terror to the foe, and courage to his ſoldiers. 
2 Good -night to Richmond then; for, as I 

car, 

His numbers are ſo few, and thoſe ſo ſick, 

And famiſh'd in their march, if he dares fight us— 

He jumps into the ſea to cool his fever. 

But come, tis late Now let us to our tents, 


We've few hours good before the trumpet wakes us. 
| | [ Exeunt, 


Enter Gloſter from his Tent. 


6e. "Tis now the dead of night, and half the 
world 

Is in a lonely ſolemn darkneſs hung ; 

Yet I (fo coy a dame is Sleep to me) 

With all the weary courtſhip of 

My care-tir'd thoughts can't win her to my bed: 

Tho? ev'n the ſtars do wink, as 'twere with over- 
watching. . 

ll forth and walk a-while —the air's refreſhing, 

And the ripe harveſt of the new-mown hay 

Gives it a ſweet and wholeſome odour : 

How awful is this gloom and hark, from camp to 
camp 

The ers of either army ſtilly ſounds ; 

That the fixt centinels almoſt receive 

The ſecret whiſpers of each other's watch : 

Steed threatens ſteed in high and boaſtful neighings, 

Piercing the night's dull ear ——— Hark, from the 
tents : : 

The armourers-accompliſhing the knights, 


N. 
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With clink of hammers cloſing rivets up, 

Give dreadful note of preparation; while ſume 

Like ſacrifices, by their fires of watch, 

With patience fit, and inly ruminate | 

The morning's danger By yon Heav'n, my ſtern 
Impatience chides the tardy-gated night, 

W ho, like a foul and ugly witch, dozs limp 

So tediouſly away Il to my couch, 

And once more try to ſleep her into morning. 


[Lies down ; a groan is beard. 


Ha! what means that diſmal voice? Sure tis 

The echo of ſome yawning grave, 

That teems with an untimely ghoſt——Tis gone 

* *Twas but my fancy, or perhaps the wind, 

Forcing his entrance thro? ſome hollow cavern. 

No matter what -I feel my eyes grow heavy. [Sleeps» 


King Henry's Ghoft, Lady Anne's Ghoſt, and the Ghoſts 
of the young Princes riſe. 


K. Henry. Oh! thou whoſe unrelenting thoughts, 
not all | 
'The hideous terrors of thy guilt can ſhake, 
Whole conſcience, with thy body, ever ſleeps, 
Sleep on; while I, by Heaven's high ordinance, 
In dreams of horror wake thy frightful ſoul ; 
Now give thy thoughts to me ; let *em behold 
Theſe gaping wounds, which thy death-dealing hand 
Within the Tower gave my anointed body; | 
Now ſhall thy own devouring conſcience gnaw 
Thy heart, and terribly revenge my murder, | 
P. Ed. Richard, dream on, and ſee the wand'ring 
Spirits 
Of thy young nephews, murder'd in the Teuer: 
Cou'd not our youth, our innocence perſuade 
Thy cruel heart to {pare our harmleſs lives ? 
Who, but for thee, alas, might have enjoy'd 
Our many promis'd years of happineſs, 
No ſoul, ſave thine, but pities our miſuſage; 
Oh, 'was a cruel! deed ! therefore alone 
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Unpitying, unpity'd ſhalt thou fall. 

La. Anne ink on the wrongs of wretched Anne, 
thy wife ; 
'Ev*n in the battle's heat remember me; 

And edgeleſs fall thy ſword—deſpair and die. 
K. Henry, The morning's dawn has ſummon'd me 
away; 

Now, Richard, wake in all the hells of guilt; 

And let that wild deſpair, Which now does prey 
Upon thy mangled thoughts, alarm the world. 
Awake, Richard, awake to guilty minds 

A terrible example. [Al Ghoſts ink. 

Cle. Give me a horſe—bind up my wounds! 

Have mercy, Heav'n! Ha! ſoft! *twas.but a dream; 
But then fo terrible, it ſhakes my ſoul : 

Cold drops of ſweat hang on my trembling fleſh ; 

My blood grows chilly, and I freeze with horror : 

Oh tyrant Conſcience! how doſt thou afflict me? 
When I look back, tis terrible retreating : 

J cannot bear the thought, nor dare repeat. 

I am but man, and, Fate, do thou diſpoſe me. 

Who's chere? 


Enter Cateſby. 
Catesby. Tis 1, my Lord ; the early village cock 
Has thrice done ſalutation to the morn ; 
Your friends are up, and buckle on their armour, 
Glo. Oh Caresby / I have had ſuch horrid dreams. 
Catesby. Shadows, my Lord below the ſoldier's 
heeding. 
G. Now by my this day's hopes Shadows to- 
night * | 
Have N more terror to the ſoul of Richard, 
Than ean the ſubſtance of ten thouſand ſoldiers + 
Arm's all in proof, and led by ſhallow Richmond. 
Catesby. Be more yourſelf, my Lord: conſider, Sir, 
Were it but known a dream had — you, 
How wou'd your animated foes preſume on't ? 


Gle'?. Periſh that thought No, never be it ald 
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That Pate itſelf could awe the ſoul of Richard. | 
Hence babbling dreams ; you threaten here in vain ; | 
Conſcience avaunt, Richard's himſelf again: 

Hark ! the ſhrill trumpet ſounds, to horſe, away, 
My ſoul's in arms, and eager for the fray, [ Exeunt. 


Enter Richmond, Oxford, Soldiers, c. 


Rich. Halt. 
Sol. Halt— halt. 
Rich. How far into the morning is it, friends ? 
Oxford. Near four, my Lord. 
Rich. Tis well 
Jam glad to find we are ſuch early tin. 
Oxford. Methinks the foe's leſs forward than we 
thought 'em; 
Worn, as we are, we brave the field before *em. 
Rich. Come, there looks life in ſuch a cheerful 
haſle ; 
If dreams ſhou'd animate a ſoul reſolv'd, 
I'm more than pleas'd with thoſe I've had to-night ; 
Methought that all the ghoſts of them, whoſe — 
Richard murder'd, came mourning to my tent, 
And rous'd me to revenge em. 
Oxford. A good omen, Sir——Hark the trumpet of 
The enemy: it ſpeaks them on the march. 
Rich. Why then let's on, my friends, to face them; 
In peace there's nothing ſo becomes a man 
As mild behaviour and humility : 
But when the blaſt of war blows 1a our ears, 
Let us be tigers in our fierce deportment: 
For me, the ranſom of my bold attempt 
Shall be this body on the earth's cold face; 
But if we thrive, the glory of the action 
1 he nfeaneſt here ſhall ſhare his part of: 
Advance your ftandards, draw your willing ſwords, 
Sound drums and trumpets, boldly and cheerfully, 
The word's Saint George, Richmond, and Victory . 


[Excunt. 


What ſays Lord Stanley 
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Enter Glo'ſter, Cateſby, c. 


Gl. Who ſaw the ſun to-day ? 
Catesby, He has not yet broke forth, my Lord. 
G14 . Then be diſdains to ſhine—for by the clock 
He ſhou'd have brav'd the eaſt an hour ago: 
Not ſhine to-day ! Why, what is that to me, 
More than to Richmond? For the ſelf-ſame Heav'n 
That frowns on me, looks low'ring upon him. 


Enter Norfolk with a Paper. 


Norfolk. Prepare, my Lerd, the foe is in the field. 
G1. Come, buſtle, buſtle ; capariſon my horſe, 


Call forth Lord Stanley, bid him bring his power; 


Myſelf will lead the ſoldiers to the plain. 
[Exit Cateſby. 


Well, Norfolk, what think'ſt thou now ? 
Norfolk. That we ſhall conquer but on my tent 


| This morning early was this paper found, 


Glo'ft. [ Reads.) * Fockey of Norfolk, be not too bold, 
For Dickon thy maſter is bought and fold,” ——— 
A weak invention of the enemy ! 

Come, gentlemen, now each man to his charge, 
And ere we do beſtride our foaming Reeds, ' 
Remember whom you are to cope withal, 

A ſcum of Britons, raſcals, runaways, 

Whom their o'er-cloy'd country vomits forth 
To deſperate adventures, and deſtruction: 

If we be conquer'd, let men conquer us, 

And not thoſe baſtard Britons, whom our fathers 
Have in their own land beaten, ſpurn'd, and trod on, 
And left em on record the heirs of ſhame : 

Are thoſe men fit to be the heirs of England ? 


Enter Cate ſby. 


Will he bring his power? 
Catesby. He does refuſe, my Lord — he will not, Sir. 


King RiCHaRD the Third, | 369 


Glo'f. Off with his ſon George's head. 
Norfolk. My Lord, the foe's already paſt the 
Marſh—— | | 
After the battle, let young Stanley die. 
G1 Why, after be it then. | 
A thouſand hearts are ſwelling in my boſom : 
Draw, archers, draw your arrows to the head, 
Spur your proud horſes hard, and ride in blood ; 
And thou, our warlike champion, thrice renown'd 
St. George, inſpire me with the rage of lions ! 
Upon 'em charge follow].]¾ ⅛ me. [Exeunt, 


Several Excurſions, Seldiers drove acroſs the Stage by 
Glo'ſter. 8 


Re. enter Glo'ſter. 
G1 What ho! young Richmond ho ! 'tis Richard 


calls ; 
T hate thee, Harry, for thy blood of Lancaſter ; 
Now if thou doſt not hide thee from my ſword, 
Now while the angry trumpet ſounds alarms, 
And dying groans tranſpierce the wounded air 
Richmond, I ſay, come forth, and ſingly face me; 
Richard is hoarſe with daring thee to arme. Exit. 


Enter Cateſby, and Norfolk in Diſorder. 


Catesby, Reſcue ! reſcue! my Lord of Norfolk haſte, 
The King enacts more wonders than a man, | 
Daring an oppoſite to every danger ; 

His horſe is ſlain, and all on foot he fights, 
Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death ; 
Nay, haſte, my Lord---the day's againſt us. [ Exit. 


Enter Glo'ſter and Ratcliff. 


Glo. A horſe! a horſe! my kingdom for 2 
horſe. 
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Ratcliff. This way, this way, my Lord—below yon 
thicket | 
Stands a ſwift horſe—away, ruin purſues us; 
Withdraw, my Lord, for only flight can ſave you. 
C4 %. Slave! I have ſet my life upon a calt, 
And | will ſtand the hazard of the die: 


1 think there be fix Richmond in the field, 


Five have I ſlain to-day inllead of him: 
An horſe! an hoiſe! my kingdom for an horſe. | 
| | [ Excunt, 


Re-enter Glo'ſter axd Richmond, meeting. 


Gl. Of one, or both of us the time is come. 
5 ** Kind Heav'n, I thank thee, for my cauſe is 
thine; 
If Richard's fit to live, let Richmond fall. 
G1⁴ . Thy gallant bearing, Harry, I couid *plaud, 
But that the ſpotted rebel ſtains the ſoldier. | 
Rich. 0 ſhou'd thy proweſs, Richard, want my 
raiſe, 


But * thy cruel deeds have ſtampt thee tyrant. 


So thrive my ſword, as Heav'n's high vengeance draws 
It, | 

Gt. My foul and body on the action both. 
Rich. A dreadful lay here's to decide it. 

2 {Fight ; Richard falls, 
G1. Perdition catch thy arm the chance is 

thine. 

But oh! the vaſt renown thou haſt acquired 

In conquering Richard, does afflict him more 

Than ev'n his body's parting with its ſoul, 

Now let the world no longer be a ſtage 


To feed Contention in a ling'ring act; 


But let one ſpirit of the firſt-born Cain 

Reign in all boſoms ; that each heart may ſet 

On bloody actions, the rude ſcene may end, 

And darkneſs be the burier of the dead. [Dies. 
Rich. Farewel, Richard, and from thy dreadſul end 

May future Kings from tyranny be warn'd : 
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Had thy aſpiring ſoul but ſtirr'd in virtue, 
With half the Fair it has dar'd in evil, 
How might thy fame have grac'd our Englif annals ! 
But as thou art, how fair a page thou'ſt blotted ! 


Hark ! the glad trumpet ſpeaks the field our own. 


Enter Oxford, Lord Stanley, and Soldiers, with King 
Richard's Crown. - 


Oh welcome, friends! My noble father, welcome ! 
Heav'n and our arms be prais'd, the day is ours! 
See there, my Lords, ſtern Richard is no more. 

Stanley. Victorious Richmond, well haſt thou acquitted 

thee, | 

And ſee, the juſt reward that Heaven has ſent thee : 
Amongſt the glorious ſpoils of Boſaverth- Feld, 
We've found the crown, which now in right is thine: 
* I'ts doubly thine, by conqueſt and by choice 
Long live Henry the Seventh, King of England. 

Rich. Next to juft Heav'n, my noble countrymen, 
] owe my thanks ta you, whoſe love |'m proud of, 
And ruling well ſhall ſpeak my gratitude. 
But now, my Lords what friends of us are miſ- 
_ ting? | | 
Pray tell me, is young George Stanley living ? 

Stanley. He is, my Liege, and fate in Leiceſter Town, 
Whither, if you pleaſe, we may withdraw us. 


Enter Blunt. 


Blunt, My Lord, the Queen and fair Elizabeth 
Her beauteous daughter, ſome few miles off, 
Are on their way to *gratulate your victory. 

Rich. Ay, there indeed, my toil's rewarded : 
Let us prepare to meet em, Lords — and then, 
As we're already bound by ſolemn vows, 
We'll twine the Roſes, Red and White together, 
And both from one kind ſtalk ſhall flouriſh. 
England has long been mad and ſcar'd herſelf; 
The brother blindly ſhed the brother's blood; 
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The ather raſhly ſlaughter'd his own ſon ; 

The bloody fon, compell'd, has kilPd his fire. 

Oh, now, let Hury and Elizabeth, 

The true ſucceſſors of each royal houſe, 

Conjoin'd together, heal thoſe deadly wounds; 

And be that wretch of all mankind abhorr'd, 

That wou'd reduce theſe bloody days again; 

Ne'er let him live to taſte our joy's increaſe, 

That wou'd with treaſon wound fair Eagland's peace. 


END .of te SECOND VOLUME. 


